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NOTE BY THE AUTHOR. 

In these Volumes, for the firft time, a completa 
tolleSion of my poelical "Tilings has been made. 
While il is sacisfaaory to know that these scattered 
chililren of my brain have found a home, I cannot 
but regret that I have been unable, by reason of 
illness; to give that attention to their revision and 
arrangement, which respeft- for the opinions of 
others, and my own after-thought and experience 

That there are pieces in this collefllon which I 
would " willingly let die," I am free to confess. 
Bui, it b now too late to disown them, and I muft 
submit to the inevitable penalty of poetical as well 
as other sins. There are others, intimately con- 
nefled with the author's life and timea, which owe 
their tenacity of vitality to the 'circumsiances under 
which they were written, and the events by which 
they were siiggefted. 

The long poem of Mogg Megone, was, in a great 

measure, composed in early life ; and it is scarcely 

necessary to say that its subjeft is not such as the 

writer would have chosen at any subsequent period. 

J. G. W 

Amesbubv, iKtb, jd Mo., 1857. 
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PROEBL 

1 Lovs the old melodions lays 
Which softly melt the ages tlironsh, 

The songs of Spenser's nolden days 

Arcadian Sidney's Bilverv phrase, 
Sprinkliog onr nooa of time wiib freshest ifcoroine lev. 

Yet, Tainly in mv qnict honra 
To breathe their marvellous antes 1 tryj 

In sHence feel the dewy showers, 
And drink with glad etiil lips the hlessiug of the skr. 

The rigor of a froien clime, 
The hnrslinesa of an untauehl ear, 

The jarring words of one whose rhyme 

Beat often Xabor's hurried time, 
Ut Duty's rugged march through etorm and strife, uv 

Of mystic beanty, dreamy grace, 
Ka rounded art the lack enpnlies; 

Unskilled the subtle Unes to Irsoe, 

Or softer shades of Nature's face, 
I Tiew har common forms with unanointed eyas. 

Nor miuB the seer-like power to show 
The secrets of the heart and mind i 

To drop the plummet^line below 

Our common world of joy and woe, 
A more intense despah^ or brighter hope to Bnd. 

Yet here nt least en earnest sense 
Of human rigtit and weal is shown; 

A hale of tj-ranuy intense. 

And hearty in its vehemence. 
As if my brother B pain and sorrow ware my own. 

Oh Freedom! if to mo belong 
Nor mighty Milton's gift divine. 

Sor Marveirs wit and giBoeful song. 

Still with a love as deep and strong 
As theirs, I lay, like them, my best gifta on thy shrinet 
AiiasBUBT, 11th mo., 1S17. 
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THE BEIDAL OF PENNACOOK-l 

Ws had been wandering for many days 

Through the rough northern country. We had seen 

The sunset, with lis bars of purple cloud, 

Like a new heaven, ehine upward from the lake 

Of Winnepiseogee ; and haci felt 

The sunriae breezes, midst the leafy isles 

Wliieh stoop their summer beauty to the lips 

Of the bright waters. We had cheeked our steeda, 

Silent with wonder, where the mountain wall 

Is piled to heaven; and, through the narrow rift 

Of the vast rocks, against whose rugged feet 

Beats the mail torrent with perpetual roar. 

Where noonday is as twilight, and the wind 

Comes burdened with the everlasting moan 

Of forests and of far-off water-falls. 

We had looked upward where the summer sky, 

Tassellcd with clouds liglit-woven by the sun. 

Sprung its blue arch above the abutting craga 

O'eisroofing the vast portal of the land 

Beyond the wall of mountains We had passed 

nie !ii"h source of the Saco ; and bewildered 

In the dwarf spruce-belts of the Crystal Hills 

Had heard above us, tike a voiee in the cloud, 

The horn of Fahyan sounding; aiid atop 

Of old Agioochook hail seen the mountains 

Piled to the northward, shaded with wood, and tludb 

As meadow mole hills — the far sea of Caaco, 

Cak) 
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A TThite gleam on the horizon of the east ; 
Fair lakes, embosomed in the woods and hilla ; 
Moosehillook'a mountain range, and Kearsarge 
X-iftiag his Titan forehead to the suu I 

Ami we had rested underneath the oaks 
Shadowing the bank, whose grasay spires are 

By the perpetual beating of the falls 

Of the wild Ammonooauc. We liad tracked 

The winding Pemigcwasset, overhung 

By beechen Bhadoms, whitening down its rocks, 

Or lazily gliding through its intervals, 

From waving rye-fields sending up the gleam 

Of sunUt waters. We had seen the moou 

Rising behind Umbagog's eastern pines 

Like a great Indian camp-fire ; and its beams 

At midnight spanning with a bridge of silver 

The Merrimack by Uncanoonuo's falls. 

There were five souls of us whom travel's chanc« 

Had thrown together in these wild north hilla : — . 

A city lawyer, for a month escaping 

From bis dull office, where the weary eye 

Saw only hot brick walls and close thronged 



IS yet, but with an eye to see 
Life's sunniest side, and with a heart to take 
Its chances all as God-sends ; and his brother, 
Pale from long pulpit studies, yet retainin" 
The warmth and fi^shness of a genial heart. 
Whose mirror of the beautiful and true. 
In Man and Nature, was as yet undimmed 
By dust of theolomc strife, or breath 
Of sect, or cobwebs of scholastic lore; 
Like a clear crystal calm of water, taking 
The hue and image of o'erleaning flowers, 
Sweet human faces, white clouds of the noon, 
Slant starlight glimpses through the dewy leavw. 
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And Mnderest moonriae. 'Twas, in truth, a, study, 

To mark Ws spirit, alternating between 

A decent ami professional gravity 

And an irreverent nurtWuIness, whieh often 

Laujihed in the faee of his i^vinity, 

Plu<Aed off the sacred ephod, quite unshrined 

The oracle, and for the pattern priest 

Left us the man. A shrewd, aa^ious merchant, 

To whom the soiled sheet found in Crawford's iutt 

Giving the latest news of city stocks 

And sales of cotton had a deeper meaning 

Than the great presence of the awful mountains 

Glorified by the sunset; — and his daughter, 

A delicate flower on whom had blown too long 

Those evil winds, which, sweeping from the ice 

And winnowing the fogs of Labrador, 

Shed thwr cold blight round Massachnsetta Bay, 

With the Bajne breath which stirs Spring's opemng 



It chanced 
That as we turned npon our homeward way, 
A drear northeastern storm came howling up. 
The valley of the Saco ; and that ^rl 
Who had stood with us upon Mount Washinrfon, 
Her brown locks ruffled by the wind which whirled 
In gusts around its sharp cold pinnacle, 
Who had joined our gay tront-fishing in the streams 
Which lave that giant's feet; whose laugh was 

Like a bird's carol on the sunrise breeze 

Which swelled our sail amidst the lake's green 

islands, 
Shrank from its harsh, chill breath, and visibly 

drooped 
Like a flower in the frost. So, in that quiet inn 
Which looks from Conway on the mountains piled 
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Heavily gainst the horizon of the north, 
Like summer thunder-clouds, we made our home: 
And while the mist hung over dripjiini; hills, 
And the cold wind-driven rain-dvops, all day long 
Beat their sad music upon roof and pane, 
We strove to cheer our gentle invahd. 

The lawyer in the pauses of the storm 

Went angling down (he Saoo, and, returning, 

Becounted his adventures and mishaps; 

Gave us the history of his scaly clients. 

Mingling with ludicrous yet apt citations 

Of Earharous law Latin, 'passages 

Prom Izaak Walton's Angler, sweet and fresh 

As the flower-skirted streams of Staffordshire 

Where, under aged trees, the southwest wind 

Of soft June mornings fanned the thin, white hur 

Of the s;^;e fisher. And, il' truth be told. 

Our youthful candidate forsook his sermons, 

His eommenlaries, articles and creeds 

For the fair page of human loveliness — 

The missal of young hearts, whose sacred text 

Is music, its illuminmg sweet smiles. 

He sang the songs she loved ; and in his low, 

Deep earnest voice, recited many a page 

Of poetry — the holiest, tenderest lines 

Of the sad banl of Obey — the sweet songs, 

Simple and beautiful as Truth an I Nature 

Of him whose whitened locks on R>dal Mount 

Are lifted yet by morning breezes blowing 

From the green hills, immortal in his Iaj3 

And for myself, obedient to her wiih, 

I searched our landlord's proflered library 

A well-thumbed Bunyan, with its nice woo^ 

pictures 
Of scaly fiends and angels not unlike them— 
Watts' unmelodious psalms — Astrology's 
Last home, a musty file of Almanacs, 
And an old chronicle of border wars 
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And Indian history. And, as I read 
A atory of the marri^e of the Chief 
Of Saugua to the dusky Weetacnoo, 
Daughter of Paaaaeonaway, who dwelt 
In the old dme upon Merrimack, 
Our fair one, in Uie playful exercise 
Of her prerogative — the ri^ht divine 
Of youth and beauty,— bade us yerafy 
The legend, and with ready pencil sketched 
Ita plan and outlines, laughingly assigning 
To each hia part, and barring our excnaes 
With absolute will. So, like the cavaliers 



Of silver-tongued Boccaccio, on the banks 
Of Arno, with soft tales of love beguiling 
ITie ear of languid beauty, plague-exiled 
From stately Florence, we rehearsed our rhymes 
To their fair auditor, and shared by turns 
Her kind approval and her playful censure. 

It may be that these fragmenta owe alone 
To the {tar setting of their circumstances — 
The associations of time, scene and audience — 
Their place amid the pictures which fill up 
The chambera of my memory. Yet I trust 
That aome, who sigh, while wandering in thought, 
Pilgrims of Romance o'er the olden world, 
That our broad land — our sea-like lakes and auyaa- 

Piled to the clouds, — our rivera overhung 

By forests which have known no other change 

For ages, than the budding and the fall 

Of leaves — our valleys lovelier than those 

Which the old poets sang of — should but figure 

On the apocryphal chart of speculation 

Aa paatures, wood-lote, mill-sites, with the privilegea, 

Ei"htfl and appurtenances, which make up 

A Yankee Faradiae — unsung, unknown, 

To beauljfal tradition ; even their names, 
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Whose melody yet lingers like the last 

Vibration of Uie red man's reqniem. 

Exchanged for syllablea significant 

Of cotton-mill and rtul-car, — wiU look kindly 

Upon this effort to call up the ghost 

Of our dim Past, and listen with pleased ear 

To the responses of the questioned IShafie: 

I. THE MERRIMACK. 

Uh, child of that white-crested mountain irhoM 

springs 
Gnah forth in the shade of the cliff-eagle's wings, 
Down whose slopes to the lowlands thy wild waters 

Leaping gray walls of rock, flashing through the 
dwarf pine. 

From that cbud-curttuned cradle so cold and so 

From the arms of that wintry-locked mother of 

By hills hung with forests, through vales wide and 

Thy moiintiun-bom hrightness glanced down to 
the seal 

Ho bridge arched thy waters save that where the 

Stretched their long arms above thee and kissed ia 

Ihe breeze : 
No sound save the lapse of the waves on thy shore*, 
The plunging of otters, the light dip of oars. 

Green-tufted, oak-shaded, by Amoskea^'s fall 
Thy twin Uneanoonucs rose stately and tall, 
Tby Nashua meadows lay green and unshorn, 
And the hilln of Pentucket were taaselled with 
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But thy Pennacook valley was fairer than these, 
And (jreener its grasses aniJ taller ita trees, 
Ere the sound of an axe in the forest had rung. 
Or the mower his scythe in the meadows had swung 

In their sheltered repose lookina out from the wood 
Tlie bark-builded wigwama of Fennacook stood, 
There glided the cora-dance — the Couneil fire 



There the old smoked in silence their pipes, and 

• the young 
To the pike and the white pereh their baited hnea 

flung; 
There the 1)0^ shaped his arrows, and fhere the 

shy maid 
Wove her many-hued baskets and bright wampum 

Oh, Stream of the Mountains I if answer of thine 
Could rise from thy waters to question of jaine, 
Methinks through the din of thy thronged banks a 

Of sorrow would swell for the days which have 



Not for thee the dull jar of the loom and the wheal, 
The glidin" of shuttles, the rinmng of steel ; 
But that old voice of waters, of bird and of breeze, 
The dip of lie wild-fowi, the rustling of trees I 

U. THB BABHABA." 

And tUTQvng Ir 

Sadly and fulfof . _. 

A glance upon Tradition's shadowy ground, 
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lied by the few pale ligbls, which glimmering 
round, 
That dim, strange land of Eld, aeem djing fast j 
And that which hiatory ^ves not to the ej-e, 
The faded coloring of Time's tapestry, 
Let Fancy, with her dream-dipped brash supply 

Roof of hark and walls of pine. 

Through whose chinks the sunbeams shine, 

Traciu" many a soldeu line 

On the ample floor within ; 
Where upon that earth-floor atark, 
Lay the gaudy mats of bark. 
With the bear's hide, rough and dark, 

And the red-deer's skin. 

Window-tracery, small and alight. 
Woven of the willow white, 
Lent a dimly-checkered light, 

And the ni"ht^tars glimmered down, 
Where the lodge-fire's heavy amoke. 
Slowly tlirough an opening broke, ' 
In the low roof, ribbed with oak, 

Sheathed with hemlock brown. 

Gloomed behind the changeless shade, 
By the solemn pine-wood made ; 
itrough the rugged palisade. 

In the open foreground planted, 
Glimpses came of rowers rowing, 
Stir of leaves and wild flowers blowing, 
Steel-like gleams of water flowing. 

In the sunlight slanted. 

Here the mighty Baahaba, 
Held his long-unrmestioned away. 
From the White Hills, tar away, 

To the great sea's sounding ahorej 
Chief of chiela, his regal woi3 

C<„,glc 



THE BBIDAL OF PENNACOOE. 



There iia bdoIIs of chase and war, 
Jaw of woll and black bear's paw, 
Panther's skia and eagle's daw, 

Lay besides his axe and bow ; 
And, adown the roof-pole hung, 
Loosely on a snake-skin strung. 
In the smoke his scalp-locks swung 

Grimly to and fro. 

Nightly down the river going. 
Swifter was the hunter's rowmg, 
When he saw that lodge-fire glowing 
O'er the waters still and red; 



For that chief had magic skill, 
And a Panisee's dark will, 
Over powers of good and ill. 

Powers which bless and powers which 
Wizard lord of Pennacook, 
Chiefs upon their war-path shook. 
When they met the steady look 

or that wise dark man. 

Tales of him the gray squaw told. 
When the winter nio;bt-wind cold 
Pie^^ed her blanket^ thickest fold. 

And the fire burned low and small, 
Till the very child a-bed. 
Drew its bear-skin over head. 
Shrinking irom the pale lights shed 

On the trembling walL 



C<,„glc 



All the subtle sjarits hiiMng 
Under earth or wave, abiding 
In the cavemed rock, or riding 

Miaty clouds or morning breeze ; 
Every dark intelligence, 
Secret soul, and influence 
Of all things irhich outward sease 

Feels, or hears or sees, — 

These the wizard's skill confessed, 
At Ms bidding banned or blessed, 
Stormful woke or lulled to rest 

Wind and cloud, and lire and flood; 
Burned for him the drifted snow. 
Bade through ice freah lilies blow, 
And the leaves of summer grow 

Over winter's woodi 

Not untrue that tale of old 1 
Now, as then, tlie nise and bold 
All the powers of Nature hold 

Subject to their kingly will ; 
Prom the wondering crowds aah<we. 
Treading life's wild waters o'er, 
As upon a, marble floor, 

Moves the strong man stUl. 

Still, to such, life's elements 
With their sterner laws dispense, 
And the ch^n of consequence 

Broken in their pathway lies ; 
Taae and change their vassals m^dng, 
Flowers from icy pillows waking, 
Tresses of the sunrise shaking 

Over midnight skies. 

Still, to earnest souls, the sun 
Rests on towered Gibeon, 
And the moon of Ajaloa 
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Li^bta ibe battle-gronnda of life ; 
To his aid the strong reverses 
Hidden powers and giant forces, 
And the high Etara in their coursea 



The soot-blaok brows of men— the yell 
Of women throning round the bed — 

The tinkling charm of ring and shell — 
The Powah whispering o'er the dead I — 

All thrae the Sachem's home Had known, 
When, on her joumej' long and wild 

To the dim World of Souls, aJone, 
Id her young beauty passed tie mother of his child. 

Three bow-shots from the Sachem's dwelliag 

They laid her in the walnut shade, 
"Where a ^eo hillock gently swelling 

Her fitting mound of buria! made. 
There trailed the v'me in Summer hours — 

The tree-perched squirrel dropped his shell — 
On velvet moss and pale-hued flowers, 
Woven with leaf and spray, the softened suDshino 
feUl 

The Indian's heart is hard and cold — 

It doses darkly o'er its care, 
And formed in Nature's sternest mould. 

Is slow to feel, and strong to bear. 
The war-p^nt on the Sachem's face, 

Unwet with tears, shone fierce and red. 
And, still in battle or in chase. 
Dry leaf and snow-rime crisped beneath his fw* 
most tread. 

Tet, when her name was heard no more, 
And when the r jbe her mother gave. 
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And small, light n: 

Hail slowly wasted on her grave, 
Unmarked of him the dark m^ds sped 

Their sunset dance and moonlit play ; 
No other shared his lonely hed, 
No other fair young head upon bia bosom lay. 

A lone, stem man. Tet, as sometimes 

The tempestsmitten trije receives 
Prom one small root the sap which climba 

Its topmost spray and crowning leaves, 
So from his child the Sachem drew 

A life of Love and Hope, and felt 

His cold and ru^ed nature through 
He softness and the warmth of her young htang 

A laugh which in the woodland rang 

Bemocting April's gladdest bird — 
A li^ht and graceful form which sprang 

iS meet hmi when his step was heard — 
Eyes by hia lodge-fire ilaahing dark, 

SmaU fingers stringing bead and shell 
Or weaving mats of oright-hued hark, — 
With these the household-god^ had graced hia wig- 
Child of the forest ! — strong and free, 

Slight>-robcd, with loosely flowng hair, 
She swam the lake or climbed the tree, 

Or struck the flying bird in air. 
O'er the heaped drifts of Winter's moon 

Her snow-shoes tracked the hunter's way; 
And dazzling in the Summer noon 
The blade of her light oar threw off ita shower af 
spray 1 

Unknown to her the rigid rale. 

The dull restraint, the chiding frown, 
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The weary tortnre of the school, 

The taming of wild nature down. 
Her only lore, the legends told 

Around the huntei^g lire at nijtht; 
Stars rose and set, and seasons rolled, 
Flowera bloomed and snow-flakes fell, unqueationed 
in her sight. 

Unknown t« her the subtle skill 

With which the artigt-eye can trace 
In ruck and tree and lake and hill 
Thj outlines of divinest grace; 
Unknown the fine soul's keen anreat 

^Vhich sees, admires, yet yearns alway; 
Too closely on her mother's breast 
To note her smiles of love the child of Nature 
lay I 

It is enough for such to be 

Of common, natural things a part. 
To feel with bird and stream and tree 
The pulses of the same great heart; 
But we, from Nature Ion" exiled 

In our cold homes of Art and Thought, 
Grieve like the stranger-tended child, 
WMch seeks its mother's arms, and sees but fteb 
them not. 

The garden rose may richly bloom 

In cultured soil andgenial air, 
To cioud the light of Fashion's room 

Or droop in Beauty's midnight hair, 
In lonelier grace, to sun and dew 

The sweet-briar on the hill-side shows 
Its single leaf and fainter hue, 
Untrained and wildly free, yet still a water rose I 

Thus o'er the heart of Weetamoo 
Their mingling shades of joy and ill 
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The instincta of her nature threw,- - 

The savage was a woman still. 
MidsC otitliues dim of maiden schemes, 

Heajt-colored prophecies of life, 
Rose on the ground of her young dreame 
The light of a new home— the lover and lie wife 



Cool and dark fell the Autanin night, 
But the Bashaha's wigwam glowed with Ugfat^ 
For down from its roof hy green withes hung 
Flaring and smoking the pine-knots swung. 

And along the river great wood fires 
Shot into the night their lone red spires, 
Showing behinif the tall, dai wood 
Flashing hefore on the sweeping flood. 

In the changeful wind, with shimmer and shadej 
Kow high, now low, that fire-light played, 
On tree-leaves wet with evening dews. 
On ghding water and still canoes. 

The trapper, that night on Turee's brook 
And the weary fisher on Contoocook 
Saw over the marshes and through the pine. 
And down on the river the dance-lights ahjno 

For the Saugus Sachem had come to woo 
The Bashaba's daunhter Weetamoo, 
And laid at her father's feet that night 
His softest fura and wampum wiiite. 

From the Crystal Hills to the far Southeast 
The river Sagamores came to the feast; 
And chiefs whose homes the sea-winds shook, 
Sat down on the mats of Pennaoook. 
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They came from SuDap«e's shore of rock, 
From the snowy sources of Siiooganock, 
And from rough Coos whose thick woods shaka 
Their pine-coaes in Umbagog lake. 

From Ammoooosuok's mount^n pass 
Wild as his home came Chepewass ; 
And Ite Keenomps of the hiUs which tbrow 
Their shade on the Smile of Mauito. 

With pipes of peace and bows unstrung, 
Glowing with paint came old and young, 
In wampum and furs and feathers arrayed 
To the dance and feast the Bashaba made. 

Bird of the air and beast of the field. 
All which the woods and waters yield 
On dishes of birch and hemlock piled 
Garnished and graced that banquet wild. 

Steaks of the brown bear fat and large 
From the rocky slopes of the Kearsarge; 
Delicate trout from Babboosuck brook. 
And sahnon spear'd in the Contoocook ; 

Squirrels which fed where nuts fell thick 
In the gravelly bed of the Ottemic, 
And small wild hens in reed-^aares caught 
From the banks of Sondagardee brought" 

Pike and porch from the Suncook taken, 
Nuta from the trees of the Black Hills shaken, 
Cranberries picked in the Squamscot bc^, 
And grapes from the vines of Piseataquog : 

[standi 
And, drawn from that great stone vase which 
In the river scooped by a spirit's hands,* 
Garnished with spoons of shell and horn. 
Stood the birchen dishes of smoking com. 
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Thus bird of the air and beast of the field, 
All which the woods and tbe waters yield, 
Furnished in that olden day 
Tbe bridal feast of the Basbaba. 

And merrily when ibat feast was done 
On the flre-Ut green the dance began, 
"With squaws' shrill stave, and deeper bum 
Of old men beating the Indian drum. 

Painted and plumed, with scalp locks flowing, 
And red arms tossing and black eyes glowing, 
Kow in the light and now in the shade 
Around the £res the dancers played. 

The step was quicker, the song more fihrill. 
And tbe beat of the Email drums louder still 
Whenever within the circle drew 
The Saugus Sachem and Weetamoo. 

The moons of forty winters had shed 
Their snow upon that chieftain's head, 
And toil and care, and battle's chance 
Had seamed hia hard dark countenance. 

A fawn betide the bison grim — 
"Why turns the bride's fond eye on him, 
In whose c<]ld look is naught beside 
The triumph of a sullen pride ? 

Ask why the graceful grape entwinea 
T'hu rough oal with her arm of vinea ; 
And why the gray rock's ru^ed theek 
The soft lips of the mossea seek : 

Why, with wise instinct, Nature seema 
To harmonize her wide extremes, 
Linking tbe stronger with tbe weak. 
The haughty with the soft and meek I 
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A wild and broken landscape, spiked with fira, 

Eougliening the bleak horizon's northern edM, 
"'-— } hill-^des, where black hemiock 



Pierced the thin^lazcd ice, or bristling rose. 
Where the cold rim of the sky sunk down upon 

And eastward cold, wide marshes stretched away. 
Dull, dreary flats without a bush or tree, 

O'er-crossed by icy creeks, where twice a day 
Gurgled the waters of the moon-struck sea ; 

And faint with distaoce came the stifled roar, 

The melancholy lapse of waves on that low shore. 

No cheerful villa^ with ita minghng smokes, 
No laugh of children wrestling in the snow. 

No camp-flre blazing through the hill-side oaks, 
No fishers kneeling on the ice below; 

Tet midst all desolate things of sound and view, 

Through the long winter moons smiled dark-eyed 
Weetamoo. 

Her heart had found a home ; and freshly all 

Its beautiful affections overgrew 
Their m«ged prop. As o'er some granite wall 

Soft vine leaves open to the moistening dew 
And warm bright sun, the love of that young wife 
Found on a hard cold breast the dew and warmth 
of life. 

The steep bleak hills, the melaueholy shore. 
The long dead level of the marsh between, 

A coloriu" of unreal beauty wore 
Through the soft golden mist of young love aeetu 
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For o'er those hills and from that dreary plain, 
Nightly she welcomed home her kunter chief agiun 

No warmth of heart, no passionate hurst of feeling 
Repaid her welcoming smile, and parting kias, 

No fond and playful dalliance half con eeahng, 
Under the guise of mirth, its tenderness ; 

But, in their stead, the warrior's settled pride. 

And vanity's pleased smile with homage satisfied. 

Euongh for Weetamoo, that she alone 
Sat on his mat and simnhercd at his side ; 

That he whose fame to her young ear had floira. 
Now looked upon her proudly as his bride ; 

That he whose name the Mohawk trembling ItCbH 

Vouchsafed to her at times a kindly look or vr^^cti. 

For she had learned the maxims of her race, 
Which teach the woman to hecomo a slave 

And feel herself the pardonless disgrace 

Of love's fond wealcness in the wise and brave — 

The scandal and the shame which they incur. 

Who give to woman all which coan requires of her. 

So passed the winter moons. The sun at last 
Broke link by link the frost chain of the rills, 

And the warm breathings of the southwest passed 
Over the hoar rime irfthe Samgus hills, 

The gray and desolate marsh grew green onco 

Andtl 



Then from far Pennacook swift runners came, 
With gift and greeting for the Saugus chief; 

Beseeching him in the great Sachem's name, 
That, with the coming of the flower and leaf. 

The song of birds, the warm breeze and the rain, 

f oung Weetamoo might greet her lonely are agun. 
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Aud WinnepurHt called hii cUefa fogeflier. 
And a grave council in his wigwam met, 

Solemn and bnef in worda, considering whether 
The ri"id rules of foi-est etiquette 

Permitted Weetamoo once more to look 

Upou her father's face and green-banked Pemltl' 

With interiudes of pipe-smoke and strong mater, 
The forest sa^es pondered, and at length. 

Concluded in a body to escort her 

Up to her father's home of pride and strength, 

Impressing thus on Pennacook a sense 

Of Wiunepurkit'fl power and regal consequence. 

So through old woods which Aukeetamit'a * hand, 
A soft and many-shaded greenness lent, 

Over high breezy hills, and meadow land 

Yellow with flowers, the wild procession went, 

Till roiling down its wooded banks between, 

A broad, clear, mountain stream, the Merrimack 



The hunter leaning on his how undrawn — 
The fisher lounging on the pebbled shores. 

Squaws in the clearing dropping the seed-com, 
loung cliildren peering through the wigwam 

Saw with delight, surrounded by her train 

Of painted Saugus braves, their Weetamoo again. 
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T young lips drank, 
r the grassy bank : 
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Mi^st the cold dreary sea-watcli, Home's hearth 

li^'ht 
Shines round the helmsman plunging through Uw 

And still, with inward eye, the traveller sees 
In close, dark, stranger streets hia native trees. 

The home-Mck dreamer's brow is nightly fanned 
By breezes whispering of hiu native land, 
And, on the stranger's dim and clying eye 
The soft, sweet pictures of his childhood lie 

Joy then for Weetamoo, to sit once more 
A child upon her father's wigwam floor I 
Once more with her old fondness to beguile 
From hjs cold eye the strange light of a smile. 

The long bright days of Summer swiftly passed, 
The dry leaves whirled in Autumn's rising blast, 
And evening cloud and whitening sunriae''rime 
Told of the coming of the winter time. 

But vainly looked, the while, yonng Weetamoo, 
Down the dark river for her chiefs canoe ; 
No dusky messenger from Saugus brought. 
The gral«fii! tidings which the young wife Booght 

At length a mnner from her father sent, 
To Wmnepurkit's sea-cooled wigwam went: 
" Eagle of Saugua,— in the woods the dove, 
Moumsfor the shelter of thy wings of love." 

EutthedarkchiefofSauffua turned aside 
In the grim anger of hard-hearted pride ; 
"1 bore her as became a chieftain's daughter, 
Dp to her home be^de the ghding water, 

"If now no more a mat for her is found 
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Let Pennacook call out hia warrior train 
And send her batk with wampum gilb again." 

The baffled runner turned upon hia track, 
Bearing the words of Winnepyrkit baek, 
" D(^ of the Marsh," cried Pennai.-ook, " no mora 
Shall child of mine sit oa his wigwam floor. 

''Go — lot him seek some meaner squaw to spread 
riie stolen bear-skin of his be^ijar's bed ; 
Son of a fish-hawk ! — let him dij; his clams 
For some vile daughter of the Aga warns, 



[ liis clenched hand towards the c 



n hardness to thy woman's heart? 
Or cold self-torturing pride like his alone 
For love denied and hfe's warm beauty flown ? 



And many a Moon in beauty newly bom 
Kereed the red sunset with her silver horn, 
Or, from the east across her azure field 
Rolled (be wide brightness of her full-orbed shield. 

Yet Winnepurkit came not — on the mat 
Of the scorned wife her dusky rival sat. 
And he, the while, ia Western woods afar — 
Urged the iong chase, or trod the patli of war. 
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Dry up thy tears, yming daughter of a chief I 
Waste not on him the sacred nesa- of grief; 
Be the fierce spirit of thy aire thine own, 
His lips of scorning, and his heart of stone. 

What heeds the warrior of a hundred fights, 
The aronn-worn watcher through long hunting night! 
Cold, crafty, proud of woman's weak distress. 
Her home-hound grief and pining loneliness ? 



VII. THE DEPARTURE. 

The wild March rains had fallen fast and long 
The snowy mountains of the North amonj. 
Making each vale a watercourse — each hill 
Bright with the cascade of some new made rilL 

Gnawed by the aunheams, softened by the rain. 
Heaved underneath by the swollen current's Htrain, 
The ieo-hridge yielded, and the Merrimack 
Bore the huge ruin crashing down its track. 

On that strong turbid water, a small boat 
Guided by one weak hand waa seen to float, 
Evil the fete which loosed it from the shore. 
Too early voyager with too frail an oar 1 

Down the vexed centre of that rushing tide. 
The thick hune ice-blocks threatening either sidCt 
The foam- white rocks of Amoskeag in view, 
VTiih arrowy swiflness sped that light canoe. 

The trapper moistening Mb moose's meat 
On the wet bank by Uncanoonuc's feet, 

Saw the swift boat flash down the troubled stream 

Slept he, or waked be ? — was it truth or dream ? 
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Siet and aweary of her lonely life, 
Heedless of peril the sdll faithful wife 
Had left her mother's grave, her father's door, 
To seek the wigwam of her chief once more. 

Down the white rapids like a sear leaf whirled, 
On the sharp rocka and piled up ices hurled, 
Empty and broken, circled the canoe 
In the vexed pool below— but, where was We»- 



The Dark eye has left us. 

The Spring-bird has flown; 
On the patliway of epirila 
She wanders alone. 
The song of the wood-dove baa died on t 
Mai loonck i:unna-monee ! ' — We hear it 



Oh, dark water Spirit 1 

We cast on thy wave 

These furs which may ne 



Mat tsoack kunna^aonee ! — We see her no more 1 

Of the strange land she walks in 

No Powah haa told ; 
It may bum with the sunshine, 
Or freeze with the cold. 
Lei us give to our lost one the robes that she wore, 
Mat wonck kunna-rruntee .'—We see her no more I 
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Each gliding in shadow 
Unseen and alone ! — 
In vajn shall we call on the souls gone before — 
Mai wcmck kunna-monee ! — They hear ub no more 1 

Oh mighty Sowanna I ^ 
Thy gateways unfold, 
From thy wigwam of sunaot 
Lift curtains of gold I 
Take home the poor Spirit whose journey is o'ei^— 
JKa( vionck hunna-monee I — We see her no more 1 

So iang the Children of the Leaves beside 
The broad, dark river's eoldly-flowing tide, 
Now low, now harsh, with sob-like pause and swell 
On the high wind their voices rose and fell. 
Nature's wild music — sounds of wind-swept trees, 
The scream of birds, the wailing of the breeze, 
The roar of waters, st«ady, deep and strong, 
Mingled ajid murmured in that farewell song. 
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MOGG MEGONE. 



rrra Bttrrj ol Hoao M 



Who stands on that tliff, like a figure of stone, 
Unmoving and tall in the light of the sky, 
Where the apray of the cataract sparkles on 
high. 
Lonely and sternly, sate Mogg Megone ? 8 
Close to the vei^e of the rock is He, 

While beneath him the Saco its work is doing, 
Hurrjing down to its grave, the sea, 

And slow through the rock its paliiway hewing 1 
Far down, through the mist of the falling river, 
Which rises up lie an incense ever, 
Tlie splintered points of the cram are seen, 
With water howling and vexed between, 
Wliiie the scooping whirl of the poo! heneath 
Seems an open throat, with its granite teeth 1 

But Mc^ Megone never trembled yet 

Wherever his eye or his foot was set. 

He is watchful ; each form in the moonlight dim, 

Of rock or of tree, is seen of him : 

He listens ; each sound from afar ia caught, 

The fajntest shiver of leaf and liaib : 
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But lie sees not the waters, which foam and &vt, 

Wiose moonlit spray has his moccasin wet 

And the roar of their rushing, he hears it not 

The moonlight, through the open bough 

Ofthegiiarl'd beech, whose naked root 

Coils like a serpent at his foot, 
Falls, checkered, on the Indian's brow. 
His head is bare, save only where 
Waves in the wind one lock of h^r, 

Reserved for him, whoe'er he be. 
More mighty than Megono in strife. 

When breast to breast and knee to knee, 
Above the fallen warrior's life 
Gleams, quick and keen, the scalping-knife. 

Megone hath hia knife and hatchet and gun, 
And bis gaudy and tasselled blanket on : 
His knife hath a handle with gold inlaid, 
And mao^e words on its polished blade — 
Twas the gift of Castine* to Mogg Megone, 
For a scalp or twiun from lie Yeiigees torn, ; 
His gim was the gift of the Tarrantine, 

And Modocawando's wives had strung 
The brass and the beads, which tinkle and shine 
On th? polished breech, and broad bright line 

Of beaded wampum around it hung. 

What seeks Megone ? HJs foes are near — 
GreyJocelj'n's if eye is never sleeping, 

And the gamson lights are burning clear, 

Wkere Phillipsii men their watch are keeping. 

I/et him hie him away through the dank river 

Never rustling the houghs nor displacing tho 

For the eyes and the ears which are watching f(» 
Mo^, 
Ara keener than those of (he wolf or the fox. 
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Bv atarta — Hieni's a rustle amon^ the leavea : 

Anothe^— tLe click of his gun la heard I — 
A fontatep — is it the step of Cleaves, 

With hiJian blood on his English aword ? 
Steals llai-mon '^ down from the sands of Yot^ 
With hand of iron and foot of cork ? 
Ilaa Scamman, versed in Indian nile, 
For vengeance left his vine hun" isle 1 W 
Dark 1 at that whistle, soft and low, 

IIow lights the eye of Mogg Megone I 
A smile gleams o'er his dusky brow — 

" Boon welcome, Johnny Bonython 1 " 

Out steps, with cautious foot and slow, 
And quick, keen glances to and fro. 

The hunted outlaw, Bonython I H 
A low, lean swarthy man is he, 
Witt: blanketr^arb and buskin'd knee, 

And nought of English fasWon on ; 
For he hates the ra<;e from whence he sprung. 
And he couches his words in the Indian tongtM. 

" Hush — let the Sachem's voice be weak ; 

The water-rat shall hear him speak — 

The owl shall whoop in the white man's ear. 

That M(^ Megone, with his scalps, is here I " 

He pauses — dark, over cheek and brow, 

A flush, as of shame, is stealing now : 

" Sachem I " he says, " let me have the land. 

Which stretches away upon either hand, 

Afl far about as my feet can stray 

In the half of a gentle summer's day. 

From the leapm" brook is to the Saco river— 
And the fair-haired girl, thou hast sought of me. 
Shall sit in the Sai;hem's wigwam, and be 

The wife of Mogg Megone forever." 
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Of love or triumph, or both pGrehanee, 

Over his proud, calm features stealing. 
" The words of tuy father ai* very good ; 
He shall have the land, and water, and wood; 
And he who harms the Sagamore John, 
Shall feel the knife of Mogg Megone ; 
But the fawn of the Yengees shall sleep on my 

breast, 
ADd the bird of the clearing shall sing in at/ 



" But father ! " — and the Indian's hand 

Falls gently on the white man's ana 
And with a smile as siirewdly bland 

Aa the deep voiee is slow and calm — 
" Where is ray father's singin^bird — 

The sunny eye, and sunset nair ? 
1 know 1 have my father's word. 

And that his word is good and fair ; 

But, will my father t*ll me where 
Megone shall go and look for his bride ? — 
For he sees her not by her father's side." 

The dark, stem eye of Bonython 

Flashes over the features of Mogg Megone, 
In one of those gknces which search within ; 

But the etohd calm of the Indian alone 

Remains where the trace of emotion lias been. 

"Does the Sat;hem doubt? Let him go wilh me, 

And the eyes of the Sachem his bride shall see ' 
Cautious and slow, with pauses oft, 
And watchful eyes and whispers soft. 
The twiun are stealing through the wood, 
Leaving the downward-rushing flood. 
Whose deep and solemn roar behind, 
Grows fainter on the evening wind 
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Or the hooting of the owl, 

On his leaty cradle swung? — 
Quickly glanuing, to auJ fro, 
Listening to each soudU they go 
Round the columns of the pine, 

Indistinct, in shadow, seeming 
Like some old and piUansd shrine; 
With the soft and white moonshine, 
Round the foliage-tracerj^ nhed 
Of each column^s branching head. 

For its lamps of worship gleajning t 
And the BOuniia awakeiieu uiere, 

In the pine leaves fine and small, 

Soft and sweetly musical, 
By the fingers of the air, 
For the anthem'e dying fall 
Lingering round some temple's wall I — 
Niche and. cornice round and round 
Wiling like the ghost of sound I 
Is not Nature's worship thus 

Ceaseless ever, going on ? 
Hath it not a voice for us 

In the thunder, or the tone 
Of the leaf-harp f^nt and small, 

Speaking to the unsealed ear 

Words of blended love and fear 
Of the mighty Soul of all 'I 

Nought had the twain of thoughts like these 

As they wound along through the crowded treM, 

^Miere never had rung the axeman's stroke 

On the gnarled trunk of the rough-barked '>ak;-> 

Climbing the dead tree's mossy Ice, 

Breaking the mesh of the bramble fine, 

Turning aside the wild grape vine. 
And lightly crossing the quaking bog 
Whose surface shakes at the leap of the Cng, 
And out of whose pools the ghostly fog 

Creeps into the chill moonshine 1 
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Yet, even that Indian's ear had heard 
The preaching of the Holy Word ; 
Sanchcliantackef^a isle of sand 
Was once his father's huncinir land. 
Where zealous Hiacoomes '^ stood — 
The wild apostle of the wood, 
Sliook from his soul the fear ot harm, 
And trampled on the Powwaw's charm; 
Until the wizard's curses hung 
Suspended on his palsyinj^ tongue, 
And the fierce warrior, grim and tall, 
Trembled hofore the forest Paul I 

A cottage hidden in the wood — 

Red UiTOugh its seams a light is glowing, 
On rock and bough and tree-trunk rude, 

A narrow lustre throwing.. 
" Who's there ? " a clear, firm voice demands ; 

" Hold, Ruth^'tis I, the Sagamore 1 " 
Quick, at the summons, hasty hands 

Unclose the boltJjd door; 
And on the outlaw's daughter shine 
Ihe flashes of the kindled pine. 

Tall and erect the maiden stands, 

Like some young priestess of the wood. 
The frecborn child of Solitude, 

And hearing still the wild and rude, 
Yet noble trace of Nature's hands. 
Her dark brown cheek has caught its stain 
More from the sunshine than the rain ; 
Yet, where her long fair hair is parting, 
A pure white brow into light is starling ; 
And, where the folds of her blanket sever, 
Are a neck and bosom as white as ever 
The foam-wreaths rise on the leaping river. 
But, in the convulsive quiver and gnp 
Of the.muscle3 around her bloodless lip. 
There is acmething painful and sad to se«; 
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And bei eye has a glance more sternly wiJd 
Than even that of a forest child 
In ils fearless and untamed freedom should Iw. 

Tet, seldom in hall or court are seen 
So queenly a form and so noble a mien, 

As freely and smiling she welcomes them there— 
Her outlawed sire and Mog" Megone : 

" Pray, father, how does thy hunting fare ? 

And, Sax;hem, say — does Seamman wear. 
In spite of thy promise, a scalp of his own ? " 
Hurried and liglit is the maiden's tone : 

But a fearful meaning lurks within 
Her glance, as it ijueBtions the eye of Megone — 

An awful meanmg of guilt and sin I — 
The Indian hath opened hia blanket, and there 
Hangs a human scalp by its long damp hairl 
With hand upraised, with quick-drawn breath, 
She meets that ghastly sign of death. 
In one long, glassy, spectral stare 
The enlai^mg eye is fastened there, 
As if that mesh of pale brown hair 

Had power to change at sight alone, 
E^en as the fearful locks which wound 
Medusa's fatal forehead round, 

The gazer into stone. 
With such a look Herodias read 
The features of the bleeding head. 
So looked the mad Moor on his dead, 
Or tbe young Cenci as she stood, 
O'er-dabbled with a father's blood I 

Look 1 — feeling melts that frozen glance, 
It moves that marble countenance, 
As if at once within her strove 
Pity with shame, and hate with love. 
The Past recalls its jov and pain, 
Oid memories rise before her brain — 
»Tie lips which love's emhracea met. 
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The hand her tears of parting wet, 
The yoioe whose pleaihng tones beguiled 
Tlie pleased ear of the Ibrest-ehild, — 
Anil tears she may no more represa 
Keveal her lingeriag tenderness. 

Oh I ITomao wronge<l, can cherish hate 

More deep and dark than mauliood maj ; 
But, when the mockery of Fate 

Hath left Revenge its ciosen way, 
And the fell curse, whieh years hare nursed. 
Full on the spoilei^s head hath burst — 
'When a] I her wrong, and shame, ami pain, 
Bums fiercely on hia heart and brwn — 
Still lingers somelliing of the spell 

Which bound her to the traitor's bosom — 
Still, midst the vengeful fires of hell, 

Some flowers of old affection blossom. 

John Bonython's eye-brows together are drawn 
With a fierce expression of wralh and scorn — 
He hoarsely whispers, " Ruth, beware 1 

Is this tbe time to be playing the fool — 
Crying over a yaltrj; lock of hair. 

Like a love-sick girl at school '/ — 
Curse on it ! — an Indian can see and hear; 
Away — and prepare our evening cheer I " 



With a serpent eye, which kinillea and burna, 

Like a liery star in the upper air; 
On sire and daughter his fierce glance tilms ; — 

"Has my old white father a scalp to spare? 

For bis young one loves the pale brown hair 
Of the scalp of an English dog, far more 
Than Mo"g Megone, or hia wigwam floor: 

G!o — i&gg is wise : he will keep his land — 

AndSagamore John, when he feels with his hapd, 
Shall miss his Bcalp wbere it grew before." 



The moment's gust of grief is gone — 

The Up is clcn<;hed — the tears are still — 
God pity thee, Ruth Bonj-thon ! 

With what a stren^h of will 
Are nature's feelings m thj breast, 
As with an iron hand repressed 1 
And how, upon that nameless woe. 
Quick as the pulse can come and go, 
While shakes the unsteadfast knee, and ytt 
The bosom heaves — the eye is wet— 
Has thy dark spirit power to stay 
The heart's wild current on its way? 

And whence that baleful strength of guilS) 
Which over that still working brow 
And tearftil eye and cheek, can throw 

The mockery of a smile? 
Warned by her father's blackening frown, 
With one strong effort enishing down 
Grief, hate, remorse, she meets again 

Tlie savage murderer's sullen gaze, 

And scarcely look or tone betrays 
How the heart strives beneath its chain. 

" Is the Sachem angry — angry with Ruth, 
Because she cries with an ache in her tooth, l' 
Which would make a Sagamore jump and cry. 
And look about with a woman's eye ? 
. No— Ruth will sit in the Sachem's door 
And braid the mats for his wigwam floor, 
And broil his fish and tender fawn, 
And weave his wampum, and grind his com, — 
For she loves the brave and the wise, and nono 
Are braver and wiser than Mo^ Megone ! " 

The Indian's brow is clear once more : 
With grave, calm face, and half-shut eye, 

0e sits upon the wigwam floor, 
And watches Ruth "o by. 

Intent upon her household care ; 
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And ever and anon, the while, 
Or on (he maiden, or her fare, 
Which smokes in grateful promise there, 

Bestows liis quiet sroile. 

le 1 — what dreams are thli 

h love's own 
The Bum of ludiaa ha,ppin( 
A wigwam, where the warm sunshine 
Looks in among the groves of pine — 
A stream, where, round thy light canoe, 
The trout and salmon dart in view, 
And the fair girl, hefore thoe now. 
Spreading thy mat with hand of snow, 
Or plying, in the dews of morn. 
Her hoe amidst thy patch of com, 
Or oflering up, at eve, to ihee, 
Thy birchen dish of hominy 1 

From the rude board of Bonj-thon, 

Venison and euckatash have gone — 

For long these dwellers of the wood 

Have felt the gnawing want of food. 

But nntasted of Ruth is the frugal cheer — 

"With head averted, yet ready ear, 

She stands by the side of her austere sire, 

Feeding, at times, the unequal fire. 

With the yellow knots of the pituh-pine tree. 

Whose flaring light, as they kindle, falls 

On the cottage-roof, and its black log walla. 

And over its inmates three. 

From Sagamore Bonython's hunting flask 
The fire-water burns at the lip of Megone ; 

• Will the Sachem hear what his father shall ask ' 
Will he make his mark, that it may be known, 

On the speaking-leaf, that he gives the land. 

From the Sachem's own, to his father's hand ? " 
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The fire-water shines in the Indian's eyes, 

As he rises, tJle white man's biddincr to ilo: 
" Wuttarauttata — weekan I •* Mo™ is wise — 

For the water he drinks is strong and new, — ■ 
Mt^s heart is great ! — will he shut his hand, 
When his father aska for a little [and 1 " — 
With uQBteady lingers, the Indian has drawn 

On the parchment the shape of a hunter's bow 
" Boon water— boon water — Sagamore John I 

Wuttamuttata — weekan 1 our nearts will grow ' " 
He drinks yet deeper — he mutters low — 
He reels on his bear-skin to and fro — 
His head falls down on his naked breast — 
Be struggles, and sinks to a drunken rest. 

" Humnh — drunk as a beast I " — and Bonj^hon's 
brow 

Is darker than ever with evil thought — 
" The fool has signed his warrant ; but how 

And when shall the deed be wrought ? 
Speak, Eulh 1 why, what the devil is there, 
To fix thy gaze in that empty air ?— 
Sjieak, Ruth 1 by my soul, if I thought that tear, 
\Vbith shames thyself and our purpose here. 
Were shed for that cursed and pale-faeed dog. 
Whose green scalp hangs from the belt of Mo^, 

And whose beastly soul is in Satan's keeping — 
Thifr — this I" — he dashes his hand upon 
The rattling stock of his loaded gun — 

"Should send thee with him to do thy weeping." 

" Father I " — the eye of Bonython 
Sinks, at that low, sepulciiral tone. 
Hollow and deep, as it were spoken 

By the unmoving tongue of death — 
Or from some statue's lips had broken — 
A sound without a breath 1 
" Father ! — my life I value less 
Than yonder fool his gaudy dress ' 



C<,„glc 



And how it ends it matters not, 
By lieart break or by rifle-shot ; 
But spare awhile the scoff and threat — 
Our business is not finished jet." 

" True, true, my gir) — J only meant 
To draw up again the bow unbent. 
Harm thee, my Kuth 1 I only sought 
To frighten off thy glcioray thought ; — 
Come — let's be friends ! " He seeks to clasp 
His daughter's cold, damp hand in his. 
Buth startles from her father's grasp. 
As if each nerve and muscle fdt, 
Instinctively, the touch of guilt. 
Through all their subtle sympathies. 

He points her to the sleeping Mogg r 
" What shall be done with yonder dc^? 
Scamman is dead, and revenge is thine — 
The deed is signed and the land is mine ; 
And this drunken fool is of use no more, 
Save as thy hopefiil bridegroom, and sooth, 
T were Christian mercy to finish him Ruth, 
Now, while he lies like a beast on our ftoor, — 
If not for thine, at least for his sake, 
Rather than let the poor dc^ awake. 
To drain my flask, and claim as his bride 
Such a forest devil to run by his side- 
Such a Wetuomanit " as thou wouldst make I " 



The sleeping Indian is striving to ri 

With his knife in his hand, and glaring eyes ^— 
" Wagh !— Mogg will have Che pale-face's hair. 

For his knife is sharp and hia fingers can help 
The h^r to pull and the skin to peel — 
t<et him cry like a woman and twist like an eel. 

The great Captiun Scamman must lose hii 



And Eiitb, when she sees it, ehall dance with 

His eyea are fixed — but his lips draw in — 
With a low, hoarse ehueide, and fiendish grinj — 
And he sinks again, like a senseless log. 

Ruth does not speak — she doea not slir ; 

But she gazea down on the murderer, 

Whose broken and dreamful slumhers tell. 

Too much for her ear, of that deed of hell. 

She sees the knife, with its slaughter red. 

And the dark finMrs clenching the bear-akin bed ' 

VVTiat thoughta of horror and madness whirl 

Through the burning brain of that fallen girl I 

John Bonjdhon lifts his gun to his eye, 
Its muzzle is close to the Indian's ear — 

But he drops it again. " Some one may be nigh, 
And I mould not that even thn wolves should 

He draws his knife from its deer-skin belt — 
Its edge with his fingers is slowly felt ; — 
Kneeling down on one knee, by the Indian's 

From his throat he opens the blanket wide ; 

And twiee or thrice he feebly essays 

A trembling hand with the knife to raise. 

"I cannot"— he mutters— " did he not save 
My life from a cold and wintry grave, 
When the storm came down from Agioochoofc, 
And the north- wind howled, and the tre«-top8 

shook — 
And I strove, in the drifts of the rushing snow, 
Till my knees grew weak and I could not go, 
And I felt the cold to my vitals creep, 
And my heart's blood stiffen, and pulses sleep 1 
I cannot strike him — Ruth Bonython 1 
In the devil's name, tell me— what's to be done ? ' 

. ..Coo., 
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Oh I when the aoul, once pure and high, 
Is stricken down from Virtue's sky. 
As, with the downcast star of morn, 

Some gema of light are with it drawn 

And, through ils night of darkness, play 
Some tokens of ils primal day — 
Some lofty feelinga linger still — 
The strength to dare, the nerve to meet 
Whatever threatens with defeat 
Its all-inilomi table will ! — 
But lacks the mean of mind and heart. 
Though eager for the gains of crime, 
Oft, at his chosen place and time, 
The strength to bear his evil part | 
And, shielded by his very Vice, 
Escapes from Crime by Cowardice. 

liuth starta erect— with bloodshot eye, 

And lips drawn ti^ht across her t«eth, 
Showing their locked embrace beneath. 
In the red fire-light : — " Mc^ must die ! 
Give me the knife ! " — The outlaw turns, 

Shuddering in heart and limb, away — 
But, fitfully there, the hearth-fire hums. 

And he sees on the wall strange shadows play. 
A lifted arm, a tremulous blade. 
Are dimly pictured in light and shade, 

Plunging down in the darkness. Ilark, that cry 
Again — and again— he sees it fall — 
That shadowy arm down the lighted walil 

He hears :^uick footatejig — a shape flits by ~ 
The door on its rusted hmges creaks :— 
" Ruth — daughter Ruth ! " the outlaw shrieks 
But no sound comes back — he is standing alone 
By the mangled corse of Mogg Megone I 
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Trs moroing over Norridgewoct— 
On tree and wigwam, wave and rock. 
Bathed [n the autumnal sunshine, stirred 
At iolervals by breeze and bird, 
And wearing all the hues which glow 
In heaven's own pure and perfect bow, 

That glorious picture of the air, 
Which stuiuner's light-robed angel forms 
On the dark ground of fading storms, 

With pencil dipped in sunbeams ther&— 
And, stretching out, on either hand. 
O'er aii that mde and unsbom land, 



Bests gladdened, on the calm blue sky — 

Slumbers the mighty wilderness I 
The oak, upon the mndy hill. 

Its dark green burthen upward heave*— 
The hemlock broods above its rill. 
Its cone-like foliage darker still. 

Against the birch's graceful stem. 
And the rough walnut bough receives 
The aun upon its crowded leaves. 

Each colored like a topaz gem ; 

And the tali maple wears with them 
The coronal which autumn ^ves, 

The brief, bright sign of ruin near, 

The hectic of a dying year ! 

The hermit' priest, who lingers now 
On the Bald Mountain's shrubless brow, 
The gray and thunder-smitten pile 
Which marks afar the Desert Isle,"'"' 
While gaiing on the scene below, 
May half forget the dreams of home. 
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That nightly with his siumbers come, — 
The tranquil skies of sunny France, 
The peasant's harvest song and dance, 
The vines around the liill-sides wreathing 
The soft airs nudsl their clusters breathing. 
The winm which dipped, the stars which ahoM 
Within thy bosom, blue Garronne 1 
And round the Aljbey's shadowed wall. 
At morning spring and even-fall. 

Sweet voices in the still air singing — 
The chant of many a holy hymn — 

The solemn bell of vespers rinmng — 
And hallowed torch-light falhn^ dim 

On pictured saint and seraphim I 
For here beneath him lies unrolled. 
Bathed deep in morning's flood of gold, 
A vision goi^ous as the dreajn 
Of the beatified may seem. 

When, as his Church's legends say. 
Borne upward in ecstatic blisa. 

The rapt enthusiast soars away 
Unto a brighter world than tliis : 
A mortal's glimpse beyond the pale — 
A moment's lifting of the veil I 

Far eastward o'er the lovely bay, 
Penobscot's clustered wigwams lay; 
And gently from that Indian town 
The verdant hill-adc slopes adown, 
To where the sparkling waters play 

Upon the yellow sands below ; 
And shooting round the vfinding shores 

Of narrow capes, and isles which lie 

Slumbering to ocean's lullaby — 
With birchen boat and glancing oars. 

The red men to their fishing go ; 
While from their planting ground is borne 
The treasure of the golden corn. 
By laughing ^Is, whose dark eyes glow 
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Wild through the locks which o'er them flow. 
The wrinkled squaw, whose toil is done, 
Sits on her beai^in in the sun, 
Watching the huskers, with a smile 
For each full ear which swells the pile; 
And the old chief, who never more 
May bond the bow or pull the oar, 
Smokes gravely in his wigwam door, 
Of slowly shapes, with axe of stone. 
The arrow-head from flint and bone. 

Beneath the westward turning eye 
A thousand wooded islands lie — 
Gems of the waters ! — with each hue 
Of brightne^ set in ocean's blue. 
Each bears aloft its tuft of trees 

Touched by the pencil of the frost, 
And, with the modon of each breeze, 

A moment seen— a moment lost — 

Changing and blent, confused and tossed, 

The brighter with the darker crossed. 
Their thousand tints of beauty glow 
Down in the restless waves helow, 

And tremble iu the sunny skies, 
As if, from waving bough to bough, 

Flitted the biiiJs of paradise. 
Them sleep Plaeentia's group — and there 
Pere Breteaux marks the hour of prayer ; 
And there, beneath the sea-worn cliff. 

On which the Father's hut is seen, 
The Indian stays his rocking skiff. 

And peers tiie hemlock boughs between, 
Half trembling, as he seeks to look 
Upon the Jesuit's Cross and Book.^t 
There, gloomily against the sky 
The Dark Isles rear their sumniits high) 
And Desert Rock, abrupt and bare, 
Lifis its gray turrets in the air — 
Been from afar, like some strong hold 
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Built hy the ocean kmp of old ; 

And, faint as smoke-wreath white and thin, 

Swells in the north vast KatadJn ; 

And, wan<lering from its marshy feet, 

The broad Penol>si;ot comes to meet 

And mingle with his own brifrht bay. 
Sbw sweep his dark and gathering floods, 
Arched over bj- the aneient woods. 
Which Time, in those dim solitudes. 

Wielding the dull axe of Decay, 

Alone hath ever shorn away. 

Not thus, within the woods which hide 
The beauty of thy azure tide, 

And willi their falling timbers block 
Thy broken currents, Kennebeck ! 
Gazes the white man on the wreck 

Of the down-trodden Norridgewock — 
In one lone village hemmed at length, 
In battle shorn of half their strengtli. 
Turned, like the panther in his lair, 

With hia fast-flowing life-blood wet, 
For one last stru^le of despair. 

Wounded and faint, but tameless yet I 
Unreaped. upon the planting lands. 
The scant, n^lected harvest stands: 

No shout is there — no dance — no soiu; i 
The aspect of the very child 
Scowls with a meaning sad and mid 

Of bitterness and wrong. 
The almost infant Nomdgewock 
Essays to lift the tomahawk ; 
And plucks his father's knife away. 
To mimic, in his frightful play. 

The scalping of an English foe : 
WreMhs on his Up a horrid smile, 
Burns, like a snake's, his small eye, while 

Some bough or sapling meets his blow. 
The fisher, as he drops hus line. 
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Starts, when he seea the liazles quirer 
Along the raarpn of tKo riv«r, 
Looks up and down the ripjilmr; tide, 
And grasps the firelock 3t his side. 
For Bomazeen ^ from Taceonotk 
Has s«nt bis runners to Norrid^ewoek, 
AVitli tidings ihat MoultoD and Harmon of Tork 
Far up the river have come : [wood, 



Tliey have left their boats — they have entered the 
A ud filled ihe depths of the solitude 
With the Bouna of the ranger's drum. 

(In the brow of a hill, which slopes to meet 
The ilowinfT river, and bathe its feet— 
The bare-Washed rock, and the drooping grass, 
And the creeping vine, as the waters pasa — 
A rude and unsliapely chapel stands, 
Built up in that wild bv unskilled hands ; 
Yet the traveller knows it a place of prayer, 
For the holy sign of the cross is there : 
And should he chance at that place to be. 

Of a sabbath morn, or some hallowed day, 
When prayers are maile and masses are said, 
Some for the living and some for the dead, 
Well might that traveller start to see 

Tbe t^l'dark forms, that lake their way 
From the birch canoe, on the river-shore, 
&nd the forest paths, to that chapel door ; 
And marvel lo mark the naked kneea 

And the dusky foreheads bending there. 
While, in coarse white vesture, over theae 

111 blessing or in prayer. 
Stretching abroad his thin pale hands. 
Like a shrouded ghodt, the Jesuit^ stands. 

Two forms are now in that chapel dim, 
The Jesuit, silent and sad and pale, 
Anxiously heeding some fearl'ul tale, 

Which a stranger is telling him. 
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That stranger's garb is soiled and tom. 
And wet with dew and loosely worn; 
Her fair negletted hair falls down 
O'er cheeks wlch wind and sunshioe browi 
Yet still, in that disordered face, 
The Jesuit's cautious eye can trace 
Those elements of former grace, 
Whiuh, half elTaced, seem scarcely less, 
Even now, than perfect loveliness- 
Witt drooping head, and voice so low 

That scarce it meets the Jesuit's ears — 
While through her cla^iped fingers flow. 
From the heart's fountain, hot and slow, 

Her penit«ntJal fears — 
She tells the story of the woe 

And evil of her years. 

" O Father, bear with me ; my heart 
Is sick and death-like, and my brain 
Seems girdled with a fiery chain. 

Whose scorching links wiE never part, 
And never cool arain. 

Bear with me while! speak — but turn 
Away that gentle eye, the while— 

The fires of guilt more fiercely burn 
Beneath its holy smile ; 

For half I fanc^ I can ace 

My mother's sainted look in thee. 

" My dear lost mother I sad and pale, 
Mournfully sinking day by day. 

And with a hold oa life as frail 

Aa frosted leaves, that, thin and grafj 
Hang feebly on their parent spray, 

And tremble m the gale; 

Yet watching o'er my childishness 

With patient fondness — not the less 

For all the agony which kept 
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Tbat hap!^ might have waked my own 
And beanng still, without offence. 
My idle words, and petulance ; 

Reproving with a tear— and, while 
The tooth of pain was keenly preying 
Upon her very heart, repaying 

My brief repentance with a smile. 

' Oh, in her meek, for^ving eye 

There was a brightjiess not of mirtt— 
A light, whose clear intensity 

Waa borrowed not of earth. 
Along her cheek a deepening red 
Told where the feverish hectic fed; 

And yet, each fatal token gave 
To the mild beauty of her face 
A newer and a dearer grace, 

Un warning of the grave. 
'Twas like the hue which autumn givei 
To yonder changed and dying leavea, 

Breathed over by his frosty breath; 
Scarce can the gazer feel that this 
Is but the spoiler's treacherous kiss, 

The mooking-smile of Death I 

" Sweet were the tales she used to tell 

When summer's eve was dear to us, 
And, fading from the darkening dell, 
The glory of the Sunset fell 

On wooded Agamenlicus, — 
When, sitling by our cottai^e wall, 
The murmur of the Saco's fall. 

And the south wind's expiring sighs 
Came, softly blending, on my ear. 
With the low tones 1 loved to hear : 

Tales of the pure — the good — the wiso— • 
The holy men and maids of old, 
In the all-sacred pages told ; — 
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Uf Bachel, stooped at Haran's fountfuni, 

Amid her father's thirsty flock, 
Beautiful to her kinanian seeming 
As the bright angels of his dreaming, 

On Padan-aran's holy roak ; 
Of gentle Euth— and her who kept 

Her awful nrnl on the mountains, 
By larael's vii^ daughters wept; 
Of Miriam, with her m^deua, smging 

The song for graWful Israel meet, 
While every crimson wave was bringing 

The spoit of Egypt at her feet; 
Of her — Samaria's humble daughter. 

Who paused to hear, beside her well. 

Lessons of love and truth, which fell 
Softly as Shiloh's flowing water ; 

And saw, beneath his pilgrim guise, 
The Promised One, so long foretold 
By holy seer and bard of old. 

Revealed before her wondering eyes I 

" Slowly she faded. Day by day 
Her step grew weaker in our hall, 
And fainter, at eaeh even-fall. 

Her sad voice died away. 
Yet on her thin, palo lip, the while. 
Sat Eesignatjon's holy smile r 
And even my father checked his tread. 
And hushed his voice, beside her bed: 
Beneath the calm and sad rebuke 
Of her meek eye's imploring look. 
The scowl of hate his orow forsook, 

And, in his stem ajid gloomy eye, 
At tiroes, a few unwonted tears 
Wet the dark lashes, which for years 

Hatred and pride had kept so dry. 
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The still, white features into rest, 
Silent and cold, without a hreath 

To stir the drapery on her hreaeiv 
Pain, with its keen and poisoned fang, 
Tlie horror of the mortal pan^, 
The suffering look her brow had worn, 
The fear, the strife, the angu' " 

She slept at last in death [ 

" Oh, tell me, father, can the dead 
Walk on the earth, and look on ns. 

And lay upon the Hving's head 
Their blessing or their curse ? 

For, oh, last niflit she stood by me, 

As I lay beneath the woodland tree I " 

The Jesuit crosses himself in awe 

"Jesul what was it my daughter saw ? ■ 

" She came to me last night. 

The dried leaves did not fee! her tread ; 
She Blood by me in the wan moonlight, 

In the white robes of the dead I 
Pale, and very mournfully 
She bent her light fonn over me. 
I heard no sound, I felt no breath 
Breathe o'er me from that face of death: 
Ita blue eyes rested on my own, 
Rayless and cold as eyes of stone; 
Yet, in their fixed, unchanging gaze. 
Something, which spoke orearly days— 
A sadness in their quiet glare, 

As if love's smile were frozen there 

Came o'er me with an icy thrill ; 
Oh God I I feel ita presence still I " 

The Jesuit makes the holy siifn 

" How passed the vision, daughter mine ? 
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" All dimly in the wan moonshine, 
Aa a wreath of mist will twist ami tninei 
And scatWr, and melt into the li"ht — 
So scattering — melting on my a^t. 

The pale, cold vision passed ; 
But those aad eyes were Qsed on nuna 

Mournfully to the last." 

" God help thee, dauirhter, tel! me whj- 
That spirit passed before tliine eye 1 " 

" Father, 1 Itnow not, save it be 

That deeds of mine have summoned her 
From the unbreathing sepulchre. 

To leave her last rebuke with me. 

All, woe for me ! my mother died 

Just at the moment when I stood 

Close on Iho verge of womanhood, 

A child in every thing beside ; 

And when my wild heart needed most 

Her gentle counsels, they were lost. 

" My father lived a stormy life, 
Of frenuent change and daily strife ; 
And — God forgive him I left his child 
To feel, like hini, a freedom wild ; 
To love the red man's dwellin« place, 

The birch boat on his shaded floods, 
The irild excitement of the chase 

Sweeping the ancient woods. 
The camp-fire, blazing on the shore 

Of the still lakes, the clear stream, wLen 

The idle fisher sets his wear, 
Or angles in the shade, far more 

Than that restrdning awe I felt 
Beneath my gentle moflier's care. 

When nigntly at her knee I koelt, 
With childhood's simple prayer. 
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« There came a change. The wild, glad mood 

Of unchecked freedom passed. 
Amid the ancient solitude 
Of unshorn grass and waving wood, 

And waters glancing bright and fast, 
A softened voice was in my ear. 
Sweet as those lulling sounds and fine 
The hunter lifts his head to hear, 
Now far and faint, now full and near — 

The munnur of the wind-swept pine. 
A manly form was ever nigh, 
A bold, free hunter, with an eye 

Whose dark, keen glance had power to wake 
Both fear and love — to awe and charm; 

'Twas as the wizard rattlesnake, 
Whose evil glances hire to harm — 
Whose cold and small and glittering eye, 
And brilliant coil, and changing dye. 
Draw, step by step, the gazer near, 
With drooping mng and cry of fear, 
Yet powerless all to turn away, 
A conscious, but a willing prey 1 

Fear, doubt, thought, Jife itseF, ere long 
Merged in one feeling deep and strong. 
Faded the world which I had known, 

A poor vain shadow, cold and waste, 
In the warm present bliss alone 

Seemed I of actual life to taste. 
Fond longings dimly understood, 
The glow of passion's quickening blood, 
And cherished fantaa.ea which press 
The young lip with a dream's caress, — 
The heart'3 forecast and prophecy 
Took form and life before my eye, 
Seen in the glance which met my own, 
Heard in the solt and pleading tone, 
Felt in the arms around me cast. 
And warm heart-pulses beating fast 
Ah 1 scarcely yet to God above 
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With deeper trast, with stronger love 

Has prayerful saint bis meek heart lent, 

Or cioistenMl nun at twiliu;ht bent, 

Than I, before a human shrine, 

As mortal and a» frail a^ mine, 

With heart, and soul, and mind, and form, 

Knelt madly to a fellow worm. 

" Full aoon, upon that dream of sin. 
An awful lifshl came burstinn in. 
The shrine was cold, at whieh I knelt 

The idol of that shrine was gone ; 
A humbled thing of shame anil guilt. 

Outcast, and spumed and lone, 
Wrapt in (he shadows of my crime. 

With withering heart and burning brain, 

And tears that fell like fiery rain, 
I passed a fearful time. 

"There came a voice— it checked the tear- 
In heart and soul it wrought a change ; — 

Mt father's voite was in my ear ; 
It whispered of revenge f 

A new and fiercer feehng swept 
All lingering tenderness away; 

And tiner passions, which had slept 
In childhood's better day. 

Unknown, unfult, arose at length 

In all their own demoniac strength. 

" A youthful warrior of the wild. 
By words deceived, by smiles beguiled, 
Of crime the cheated instrument, 
Utoo our fatal errands went. 

Through camp and town and wildemeai 
He tracked his victim ; and, at last, 
Just when the tide of hate hail passed. 
And milder thoughts came warm and fast, 
Enulting, at my feet he cast 

The Woody token of success. 
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" Oh Grod ! with wbat an awful power 

I saw the buried past uprise, 
And gather, in a single hour, 

Ira "hosl'like memories I 
And Uien I felt— alaa ! too late— 
That underneath the mask of hate, 
That shame and guilt and wrong had thrown 
O'er feelings whitU they might not own, 

The heart's wild love ha<i Itnown no change; 
And siill, that deep and hidden love, 
With its first fondness, wept above 

The victim of its own revenge ! 
There lay the ftarful scalp, and there 
The blood was on its pale brown hair I 
I thought not of the victiin's srom, 

I thought not of his baleful guile, 
My deadly wrong, my outcast name, 
The characters of sin and shame 
On heart and forebeail drawn ; 

I only saw that victim's smile— 
The slill, greeu places where we met — 
The moon-lit branches, dewy wet ; 
I only felt, I only heard 
The greeting and the parting word-^ 
The smile — the embrace — the tone, which made 
An Eden of the forest shade. 

" And oh, with what a loathing eye, 

With what a deadly hate, and deep, 
I saw that Indian murderer lie 

Before rae, in his drunken sleep I 
What though for me the deed was done, 
And words of mine had sped him on I 
Yet when he murmured, as he slept, 

The horrors of that deed of blood. 
The tide of utter madness swept 

O'er br^n and bosom, like a Hood. 
And, father, with this hand of mine " 

" Ha 1 what didst thou V " the Jesuit crie«. 
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Sbuddeiin^, as smitton with sudden pain. 
And shading, with one thin hand, hia eyes, 

With the other he makes the holy sign 

" I emote him as 1 would a worm ; — 
With heart as steeled— with nerves as firm: 
He never woke again I " 

"Woman of sin and blood and shame, 
Speak — I would know that victim's name." 



What hopes, that time may not recall. 
Are darkened by that ehieftmn's fall ! 
Was he not pledged, by cross and vow, 

To lift the hatchet of his sire, 
And, round his own, the Clmrch's foe, 

To light the avenging fire ? 
Who now the Tarrantine shall wake, 
For thine and for the Church's sate? 

Who summon to the scene 
Of conqtiest and unsparing strife, 
And vengeance dearer than bis life. 

The fieiT-souled Castine ? ^ 
Three backward steps the Jesuit takes — 
His long, thin frame as ague shakes : 

And loathing hate is in his eye, 
As from his hps these words of fear 
Fall hoarsely on the maiden's ear — 

" The soul that sinneth shall surely die I " 

She stands, as stands the stricken deer. 
Checked midway in the fearful chase. 
When bursts, upon his eye ajid ear. 
The ^aiint, gray robber, baying near, 
Between Mm and bis hiding place ; 
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While still l)ehind, with yell and. blow, 
Sweeps, like a storm, the coming foe. 
" Save me, O hol^' man ! " — her cry 

Filla all the void, as if a tongue, 

Unseen, from rib and rafter hung. 
Thrilling with mortal agony; 
Her hands are claspio^ the Jcsuit^s knee, 

And her eye looks tearfully into his own ; — 
" Off, woman of aia 1 — nay, touch not me 

With those finders of blood ; — begone 1" 
With a gesture cS' horror, he spurns the form 
That writhes at his feet like a trodden worm. 

Ever thus the spirit must, 

Guilty in the eight of Heaven, 
With a keener woe be riven, 

For its weak and sinful trust 

In the strength of human dust; 
And its anguish thrill afresh. 

For each vain rehance given 
To the failing arm of flesh. 



An, weary Priest I — with pale hands pressed 
On thy throbbing brow of pain. 

Baffled in thy life-lonp quest, 
Overworn with toiling vain. 

How ill thy troubled musing fit 
The holy quiet of a breast 
With the Dove of Peace at rest, 

Sweetly brooding over it. 

Thoughts are thine which have no part 

With the meek and pure of heart, 

Undisturbed by outward things. 

Resting in the heavenly shade, 
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MOQG WEGONE, 



Bj the overspreading wingi 

Of the Blesaed Spirit maJe. 
llioughts of strife and hate and wrons 
Sweep thy heated brain along- 
Fading hopes, for whose success 

It were sin to breathe a prayer ; — 
Schemes which heaven may never blen— 

Fears which darken to despair. 
Hoary priest ! thy dream is done 
Of a hundred red tribes won 

To the pale oflloly Church; 
And the heretJe o'erthrawn, 
And his name no longer known, 
And thy weary brethren turning, 
Joyful from their years of mourning, 
Twixt the altar and the poreh. 
Hark I what sudden sound is heard 

In the wood and in the sky. 
Shriller than the scream of bird— 

Than the trumpet's clang more high 1 
Every wolf-cave of the hillS— 
Forest arch and mountain jrarire. 
Rock and dell and river verg^^ 
With an answering echo thrills? 
Well does the Jesuit know that cry. 
Which summons the Norridgewock to die. 
And lella that the foe of his flock is nifhT 
He listens, and hears the rangers come, 
With loud hurra, and jar of drum. 
And hurrying feet (for the chase is hot), 
And the short, sharp sound of rifle shot, 
Aod taunt and menace— answered well 
By the Indiana' mocking cry and veil— 
^e bark of dogs— the squaw's ma'd scream— 

The dash of paddles along the stream 

The whistle of shot as it cuts the leaves 
Of the maples around the church's eaves— 
And the gride rf hatchets, fiercely thrown, 
On wigwam-log and tree and stone. 
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Black with tte grime of paint and dust, 

Spotted anil streaked with liuman gore, 
A grim and naked bead is thrust 

Within the chapel-door. 
" Ha — Bomazeen I — In God's name say. 
What mean these sounds of bloody fray! " 
Silent, the Indian points hia hand 

To where across the echoing glen 
Sweep Harmon's dreaded ranger-band, 

And Moulton with his men. 
" T\ here are thy warriors, Bomazeen ? 
Where are De RouviUe ^ and Castine, 
And where the braves of Sawga's queen ? " 
" Let my father find the winter snow 
Which the sun draok up long moona ago! 
Under the falls of TacconoL'k, 
The wolves are eating the Norridgewock ; 
Caatine with his wives lies closely nid 
Like a fox iu the woods of Pemaquid I 
On Sawga's banks the man of war 
Sits in his wigwam like a squaw — 
Squando has fled, and Mo^ Mcgone, 
Struck by the knife of Sagamore John, 
Lies stin and stark and cold as a stone." 

Fearfully over the Jesuit's face, 

Of a thousand thoughts,, trace after trace. 

Like swift cloud-shadows, each other chase. 

One instant, hia fingers grasp his knife, 

For a last vain stniggle for cherished life — 

The next, he hurls the blade away, 

And kneels at his altar's foot to pray ; 

Over hia beada his fingers stray, 

And he kisses the cross, and calls aloud 

On the Vir^n and her Son ; 

For terrible thoughts his memory crowd 

Of evil seen and done — 
Of scalps brought home by his savage flock 
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Ho shrift tbe gloomy savage brooks, 

As scowling on the priest he looks : 

" CoweBass— cowesass — tawhieh wessaaeen ? * 

Lftt my father look upon Bomaaeen— 

My father's heart is the heart of a sqaaw, 

But mine is so hard that it does not thaw : 

Let my father ask his God to make 

A dance and a feast for a gi-eat si^tamore, 
When he paddles across the western lake 

With his dogs and his sf[uaws to the spiri(:'a shore 
Coweaass — comeaass— tawhieh woasaseea ? 
Let my father die like Bomazeen I" 

Through the chapel's narrow doors, 

Andlhroiigh each window in the walls, 
Bound the priest and warrior pours 

The deadly shower of English balls. 
Low on his cross the Jesuit falls ; 
While at his side the Nonidgewock, 
With failing breath, essays to mock 
Aud menace yet the hated foe- 
Shakes his scalp-trophies to and fro 

Exultingly before their eyes — 
Ml, clett and torn by shot and blow, 

Defiant still, he dies. 

" So fare all eaters of the free 1 
Death to the Babyloni^ dogl 

Down with the beast of Kome ! " 
With shouta like these, around the dead, 
Unconscious on his bloody bed, 

The rangers crowding come. 
Brave men 1 the dead priest cannot hear 
The unfeeling taunt — the brutal jeer; — 
Spurn — for he sees ye not — in wrath, 
The symbol of your Saviour's death ; 
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Tear from his death-grasp, in toot zeal, 
And trample, as a thing accursed. 
The cross he cherished jn the dust; 

The dead man caJinot feel 1 

Brutal alike in deed and word, 

With callous heart and hand of sbife, 
How like a fieud may man be made, 
Plving the foul and monstrous trade 

Whose harvest>-field is human life. 
Whose sickle is the reeking sword I 
Quenching, with reckless hand in blood, 
Sparks kindled by the breath of God; 
Unjing the deathless aoul, uushrivea, 

Of open guilt or secret sin. 
Before the bar of that i>ure Heaven 

The holy only enter in ! 
Ohl by the widow's sore distress, 
The orphan's wailing wretehedness, 
By Virtue stni^ng in the acctirsed 
Embraces of pdlutJng Lust, 
By the fell discord of the Pit, 
And the p^ned souls that people it. 
And by the blessed peace which fills 

The Paradise of God forever. 
Besting on all its holy hills. 

And flowing with its crystal river — 
Let Christian hands no longer bear 

In triumph on his crimson car 

The foul and idol god of war ; 
No more the purple wreaths prepare 
To bind amid his snaky hair ; 
Nor Christian bards his glories tell. 
Nor Christian tongues hjs pr^sea swell. 

Through the guu-smobe wreathing whita, 
Glimpses on the soldiers' sight 
A thing of human shape I ween, 
For a moment only seen. 
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64 UOOa MBOOKE. 

With its loose hair backward streaming 
And its eypballa madly gluaming, 
Shriefciric;, like a soul in pain, 

From the world of light and breaUi, 
Hunying to Jta place aiiain, 

Speutro-hke it vaaisheth ! 

Wretched girl! one eye alone 
Not»s the way which thou hast gone. 
That great Eye, which slumbers never, 
Watohing o'er a lost world ever, 
Tracks Ihee over vale and mountain, 
By the gushing forest-fouulain. 
Plucking from the vine its fruit, 
Searching lor the ground-nut'a root, 
Peering in the she wolf's den. 
Wading through the marshy fen, 

Where the sluo^h wattir-snake 

Basks heside lie sunny brake, 

Coiliuff in his slimy bed. 

Smooth and cold against thy tread — 

Purposeless, thy mazy way 

Threading through the lingering day. 

And at night securely sleeping 

WTiere the dt^wood'a dews are weeping I 

Still, though earth and man discard thee» 

Doth thy heavenly Father juard tUee 

He who spared the guilty Cain, 
Even when a broftier'a blood, 
Crying in the ear of God, 

Gave the earth its primal atain 

He whose mercy ever hveth, 

Who repenting guilt forgiveth. 

And the broken heart receiveth; — 

Wanderer of the wilderness. 
Haunted, guilty, crazed and wild. 

He resardeth thy distress, 
And careth for his sinful child ! 
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HOaa HEGONB. 

lis spring time on the eastern hills I 
Likp torrents gush the Buoimer rill? ; 
Through winter's moss and ilry dead leaves 
The blaiied grass TQylvei and Uvea, 
Pushes the mouldering waste away, 
And glimpses to the April day. 
In kindly shower and sunshine bud 
The branches of the dull gray wood; 
Out from its sunned and sheltered nooks 
The blue eye of the violet looks; 

The southwest wind is warmly blowing, 
And odors from the springing grass, 
The pine-tree and the sasaafraa, 

Ai^ with it on its errands going. 

A hand is marching through the wood 
Where rolls the Kennebec his flood — 
The warriors of the wilderness, 
Painted, and in their battle dress; 
And with them one whose bearded cheek, 
And white and wrinkled brow, bespeak 

A wanderer from the shores of France. 
A few long locks of scattering snow 
Beneath a nattered morion flow. 
And from the rivets of the vest 
Whiuh girds in steel his ample breast, 

The slanted sunbeams glance- 
In the harsh oudines of his face 
Passion and sin have left their trace ; 
Yet, Bare worn brow and thin gray h^r, 
No signs of weary age are there. 

llis step Is firm, his eye is keen, 
Nor years in broil and battle spent, 
Nor toil, nor wounds, nor pain have bent 

The lordly frajue of old Uastine. 

Ho purpose now of strife and blood 

Utges the hoary veteran on ; 
The fire of conquest, and the mood 
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Of chivalrj have gone. 

A mournful Uisk is hm — to lay 
Within the earth the bonea of those 

Who perished in that fearful day, 

Whefi Norridgewock became the prey 
Of all unsparing foes. 

Sadly and still, dark thoughts between. 

Of coming vengeance muaeii Castine, 

Ofthef^en chieftain Bomazeen, 

Who bade for him the Norridgewocks, 

Dig up their buried tomahawks 
For firm defence or swift attack ; 

And him whose fiieodship formed the tie 
Which held the stem self-exile ba^fc 

From taping into savagery ; 

Whose garb and tone and kindly glance 
Kecalled a younger, happier day. 
And prompted memory's fond essay, 
To bridge the mighty waste which lay. 
Between his wild home and that gray. 

Tall chateau of his native France, 

Whose ehapel bell, with far-heard din 

Ushered his birth hour gaily in, 

And counted with its solemn toll. 

The masses for his father's soul. 

Hark ! from the foremost of the band 

Suddenly bursts the Indian yell; 
For now on the very spot they stand 

Where the Norridgewocks fighting felL 
No wigwam smoke is curling there ; 
The very earth is scorched and bare : 
And (hey pause and listen to catch a sound 

Ol breafliing life — but there cornea not one. 
Save the fox'sbark and the rabbit's bound; 
But here and there, on the blackened ground, 

WWte bones are glistening in the sun. 
And where the house of praver arose, 
And the holy hymn, at daylight's close, 
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MOGG MEGOKE. St 

And the ageil prieit stood up to bl^sa 

Tbe diildreo of the wilderness, 

There is nought save ashea sodden and dank; 
And tbe birehen boats of the Norridgewocfc, 
Tethered to tree and stump and rock, 

Rotting along the river bank I 

Blessed Maty I who is she 

Leaning against that maple tree ? 

The sun upon her face bumi hot^ 

But the flxed eyelid moreth not ; 

The aquirrel's chirp is shrill and clear 

From tbe dry bough abore her ear ; 

Dashing from rock and root its spraj-, 
Close at her feet the river rushes ; 
The black-bird's wing against her brushes, 
And sweetly through the hazel bushes 
The robin's mellow music gushes ; — 

God save her I will she sleep alway ? 

Castjne hath bent him over the sleeper : 
" Wake daughter — wake I " — but she stira no 

The eye that looks on him ia flsed and dim ; 
And the sleep she ia sleeping shall be no deeper. 

Until the angel's oalh is said, 
And the final blast of the trump goea forth 
To the graves of the sea and the graves of ear^L 

BUTH BONTTHOM 18 DEAD 1 
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THE MEEBBUCK. 



Stream of my fethera I sweetly still 
Tho Bunset rayB thy valley fill ; 
Poured slantwise down tho loii" defile. 
Wave, wood, and spire beneath them smile. 
I see the winding Powow fold 
The green hill in its belt of gold, 
And following down its wavy line, 
1(8 sparkling waters blend with thine. 
There's not a tree upon thy side, 
Nor rock, which thy rctumiDg tide 
As yet hath left abrupt and stark 
Above thy evening water-mark ; 
No calm cove with its roeky hem, 
No isle whose emerald bwcIIs begem 
Thy broad, smooth current ; not a sail 
Bowed tfl flie fi^shening ocean gale ; 
No small boat with its busy oara, 
Nor gray wall sloping to (by shores ; 
Nor farm-house with its maple shade, 
Or rigid poplar colonnade. 
But lies distinct and full in si^ht, 
Beneath this gush of sunset hght. 
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that harbor-bar, 



Stretching its length of foam afar, 
And Salisbury's beach of shining sand, 
And yonder island's wave-smoothed strand, 
Saw the adventurer's tiny sail 
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Flit, stoopini; from the eastern gale , * 

Ami o'er these wooiis and waters brofcs 

The theer from Briiain's hearts of oak, 

As brightly on the voyager's eye, 

Weary of forest, sea, and aky, 

Breaking the dull eontiououa wood. 

The Merrimack rolled down his flood ; 

ilingiioff that clear pellutid brook, 

Which diannela vast Agioochoob 

When spring-time's sun and shower unlock 

The frozen fountains of the rock, 

And more abundant waters given 

From that pure lake, " The Smile of Heaven," 

Tributes from vale and mouatain side 

With ocean's dark, eternal tide I 

On yonder rocky cape, wMch braves 
The stormy challenge of the waves. 
Midst tangled vine and dwarfish wood. 
The hardy Anglo-Saxon stood. 
Planting upon the topmost crag 
The staff of England's battle-^ ; 
And, while from out its heavy fold 
Saint George's crimson cross unrolled, 
Midst roll of drum and trumpet blare. 
And weapons brandishing in air, 
He gave to that lone promontory 
^e sweetest name in all his story ; » 
Of her, the flower of Islam's daughters, 
Whose harems look on StambouPs waters— 
Who, when the chance of war had bound 
The Moslem chain his limbs around, 
Wrealbcd o'er with silk that iron chwn. 
Soothed with her smiles his hours of pain, 
And fondly to her youthful slave 
A dearer ^ than freedom gave. 

But look I— the ycDow light no more 
Streams down on wave and verdant shon 
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THB MERRIMACK. 

And clearly on the calm air swells 
The twilight Wee of distant bella. 
From Ocean's bosom, white and thin 
The mists come slowly rolling in ; 
Ilills, woods, the river's rocky rim, 
Amidst the sea-like vapor swim, 
While yonder lonely coast-light set 
Within its wave-washed minaret, 
Half quenched, a heamless star and pale. 
Shines dimly through its cloudy veill 

Home of my fathers ! — I have stood 
Where Hudson rolled his lordly flood : 
Seen sunrise rest and sunset fade 
Along his frowning Palisade; 
Looked down the Apalachian peak 
On Juniata's silver streak; 
Have seen along his valley gleam 
The Mohawk's softly winding stream ; 
The level light of sunset shine 
Through broad Potomac's hem of pine ; 
And autumn's rainbow-tinted banner 
Hang lightly o'er the Susquehanna; 
Yet, wheresoe'er his step might be, 
Thy wandering child looked%ack to thee 
Heard in his dreams thy river's sound 
Of murmuring on its pebbly bound, 
The nnforgotten swelfand roar 
Of waves on thy famiUar shore ; 
And saw amidst the curtained gloom 
And quiet of his lonely room, 
Thy sunset scenes before hara pass ; 
Ab, in Amippa's magic glass. 
The lovea and lost arose to view, 
Remembered groves in greenness grew, 
Bathed still in childhoofTs morning dew, 
Along whose bowers of beauty swept 
Whatever Memory's mourners wept. 
Sweet faces, which the charnel kept, 
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And whSe the gazer leaned to trace, 
More near, some dear familiar face. 
He wept to find tJie vision flown — 
A phautom and a dream alone I 



THE KORSEMBN." 

Gift from the cold and silent Past 1 

A relic to the present cast; 

Left on the ever-chan"ing strand 

Of shifiing and unstable sand, 

Which wastes beneath tbe steady chime 

And beating of the waves of Time ! 

Who from ita bed of primal rock 

First wrenched thy dark, unshapely block ? 

Whose hand, of curious skill nnlaught, 

Thy rude and savage outUne wrought ? 

The waters of my native stream 

Are glancing in the sun's warm beam ! 

From sail-uT^d keel and flashing oar 

The circles widen to its shore ; 

And cultured fleld and peopled town 

Slope to its willowed margin down. 

Yet, while this morning breeze is bringing 

The home-life sound of schooi-bells ringing, 

And rolling wheel, and rapid jar 

Of (he fire-winged and Bteedless car. 

And voices from the wayside near 

Come quick and blended on my ear, 

A spell is in tbis old gray stone — 

My thoughts are with the Past alone I 

A change I — The steepled town no more 
Stretches along the sail-thronged shore j 
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Like palace-domes La sunset's cloud, 

Fade sun-gilt apire and maoBion proud. 

Spectrally rising where they Btood, 

I Bce the old, primeval wood : 

Dark, shadow-like, on either hand 

I see its solemn waste expand : 

It climbs the green and cultured hill, 

It arches o'er the valley's rill ; 

And leans from cliff and crag, to throw 

Its wild anus o'er the stream below. 

Unchanged, alone, the same bright river 

Flows on, as it will flow foreverl 

J Usten, and I hear the low 

Soft ripple where its waters go ; 

I hear behind the panthei's cry, 

The wild bird's scream goes tlirilling by. 

And shyly on the river's brink 

The deer is stooping down to drink. 

But hark ! — from wood and rock flung back. 
What sound comes up the Merrimack? 
What sea-worn barks are those which thro» 
The light spray from each rushing prow ? 
Have Uiey not in the North Sea's blast 
Bowed to the waves the straining mast ? 
Their frozen sails the low, pale sun 
Of Thulfe's night has shone upon ; 
Flapped by the sea-wind's gusty sweep 
Round icv drift, and headland sleep. 
Wild Jutland's wives and Lochlin's daughteni 
Have watched them fading o'er the waters, 
Lessening through driving mist and spray, 
Like white-winged sea-birds on their way 1 

Onward they glide — and now I view 
Their iron-armed and stalwart crew ; 
Joy glistens in each wild blue eye, 
Tamed U> green earth and summer skj : 
Each broad, seamed breast has cast aside 
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Ita cnmbiiring vest of sha^ny hi,]e ■ 
Bared to the sun and soft warm air. 
Streams back the Noraemen'a yellow hair. 
I see the gleam of axe and spear. 
The sound of smitten shields I hear, 
Keeping a harah and fitting time 
To S^a's chant, and Runjc rhyme; 
Such l^yi aa ZeUand's Scald bas sung, 
His gray and naked bles amon"; 
Or muttered low at midnight hour 
Round Odin'e mos^ stone of power. 
J he wolf beoeath tie Arctic moon 
Has answered t<^that startling rune ; 
The Gaal has heard its stormy swell. 
The light Frank knows ils summons weU : 
lona's sable-stoled Culdee 
Has heard it sounding o'er the sea. 
And swept with hoary beard and h^r. 
His altar's foot in trembling prayer 1 

'T is past — the 'wildering vi^on dies 
Iq darkness on my dreaming eyes 1 
The forest vanishes in air — 
Hill-slope and vale lie starkly bare ; 
I hear the common tread of men, 
And hum of work-day life again : 
The mystic relic aeemg alone 
A broken mass of common stone ; 
And if it be the chiselled limb 

Of Berserkar pr idol grim 

A fragment of Valhalla's Thor, 
The Stormy Viking's god of War, 
Or Praga of the Runic lay. 
Or love awakening Siona, 
I know no(^-for no graven Kne, 
Nor Druid mark, nor Runic sign, 
Is left me here, by which to trac« 
to name, or origin, or place. 
let, for this vision of the Paat, 
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This glance upon ita darkness east, 
illy spirit, bows in gratitude 
Before the Giver of all good. 
Who faahioned so tlie human mind, 
That, from the waste of Time behind 
A simple atone, or mound of earth, 
Can summon the departed forth ; 
Quicken the Past to life again — 
The Present lose in what hath been, 
And in their primal freshness show 
The buried forms of long ago. 
As if a portion of that TLought 
By which the Eternal will is wrought, 
IVhose impulse fills anew with breath 
The frozen solitude of Death, 
To mortal mind were sometimes lent. 
To mortal musings sometimes sent, 
To whisper — even when it seems 
But Memory's phantasy of dreams — 
Through the mmd's waste of woe and Mn, 
Of an immortal origin I 



CASSANDRA SOUTHWICK. 

1658. 
To Uie God of all sure mercies let m; blessing tree 

From the seofTer and the cruel He hath plucked 
the spoil away, — 

Tea, He who cooled the furnace around the faith- 
ful three, 

And tamed the Chaldean L'ons, hath set Bia haad- 
majd free I 
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Last night I saw the aanset melt through mj' prisoa 

Last night across mj damp earth-floor fell the pale 

In the coIdnesB and the darkness all through lbs 

long night time, 
My grated casement ivhiteiied with Autumn's early 



Alone, in that dark eorrow, hour after hour crept 

by; 
Star after star looked palely in and sank adown 

the aby ; 
No sound amid night's stillness, save (hat which 

seemed to be 
The dull and heavy beating of the pulses of tho 



All night I sat unsleeping, for I knew that on the 
The ruler and the cruel priest would mock me in 

Dragged to their place of market, and bargmned 

for and sold, 
Like a lamb before the shambles, like a heifer from 

the fold I 

Oh, the weakness of the flesh was there — the shrink- 
ing and the shame ; 
And lie low voice of the Tempter like whispera to 

" Why sifst thou thus forlornly I " the wicked mu^ 

" Damp walls thy bower of beauty, cold earti thy 
maiden t>ed ? 

" Where he the smiling faces, and voices soft and 

sweet, 
Been in &y father's dwelling, heard in the pleasant 



Where be the youths, whose glances the summer 

Sabbath through 
Turned tenderly aud timidly unto thy father's pew ? 

" Why eit'st thou here, Cassandra ?— Bethink the* 

with what mirth 
Thy happy schoolmates gather around the warm 

bnght heartli ; 
llow the crimson shadows tremble on foreheadi 

white and fair, 
On eyes of merry girlhood, half hid in golden hair. 

» Not for thee the hearth-fire brightens, not for thee 
kind words are spoken. 

Not for thee the nuta of Wenham woods by laugh- 
ing boys are broken, 

No first-fruits of the orchard within thy lap are ImcI, 

For thee no Sowers of Autumn the youthl'ul hunters 

" Oh 1 weak, deluded maiden I — by crazy faneiea led, 
With wild and raving railera an evil path to tread ; 
To leave a wholesome worship, and leaching pure 

and sound ; 
And mate with maniac women, loose-haired and 

sackcloth-bound. 

" Mad scoffers of the priesthood, who mock at 

things divine. 
Who rail E^aiust the pulpit, and holy bread and 

Sore from Iheir cart-tail seourgings, and from the 

pillory lame, 
Kejoidng in their wretchedness, and glor;-ing in 

their shame. 

" And what a fate awaits thee ?— a sadly toiling 

Drag^ng the slowly lengthening chain of bondage 
to the grave I 
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Think of ffir woman's nature, auMned in hopeleM 

thrall, ^ 

Tlie easy prey of any, the scoff and scorn of all ! " 

Oh I — ever as the Tempter apote, and feeblo 

Nature's feare 
Wrung^ drop by drop (he scalding flow of uuavail- 

J wrestled down the evil thoughts, and strove in 

silent prayer. 
To feel, oh, Helper of 



1 thought of Paul and Silaa, within Pliilippi'a cell. 
And how from Peter's sleeping limbs the prison- 
shackles fell, 
Till I seemed to hear the trailing of an angel's robs 

And to feel a blessed presence invisible to sight 

Bless the Lord for all His merdes I~for the peace 

and love I felt. 
Like dew of Ilermon's holy hill, upon my spirit melt ; 
When, " Get behind me, Satan I " was the language 

of my heart. 
And I felt the Evil Tempter with all hia doubfa 

depart 

Slow broke the gray cold morning ; ag^n the sun- 
shine fell, 

Fleeked with the shade of bar and grate within my 
lonely cell ; 

Tha hoar frost melted on the wall, and upward 
irosa (he street 

Came careless laugh and idle word, and tread of 



At length the heavy bolts fell back, my door w 
open cast, 
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And slowly at the sheriff's side, up (he long street 

I heard the murmur round me, and felt, but dared 

How, from every door and window, the people 
gazed on me. 

And doubt and fear fell on me, shame burned upon 

my oheek, 
Swam earth and sky around me, my trembling 

limba grew weak ; 
" Oh, Iword ! support thy handm^d ; and from her 



Then the dreary shadows scattered lite a cloud in 

morning's breeze, 
And a low deep voice within me seemed whispering 

words hke these : 
» Though thy earth be as the iron, and % heaven 

a brazen wall. 
Trust sdll Ills loving kindness whose power iji OTer 

all." 

We paused at length, where at my feet the sunlit 

Oc glaring reach of shining beach, and shinaly 
waif of rock; ^' 

The merchant-sliips lay idly there, in hard clear 
lines on high. 

Tracing with rope and slender spar their network 
on the eky. 



captains with faces bronzed 
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And on hia horse, irith Kawson, Ms cruel clerk at 



And powoning with his eyil words the ruler's ready 

The priest leaned o'er bis saddle, with laugh and 

acofl and jeer ; 
It stirred mj- soul, and from my lips the seal of 

silence broke. 
As if through woman's weakness a warning spirit 

spoke. 

I cried, " The Lord rebuke thee, thou smiter of the 
Thou robber of the righteous, thou trampler of the 

Go light tbe dark, cold hearth-atones — go tarn Uie 

prison lock 
Of the poor hearts thou haat hunted, thou wolf 

amid the flock 1 " 

Dark lowered the brows of Endicott, and with a 

deeper red 
O'er Ramson's wine-empurpled cheek the flush of 

anger spread ; 

jt her words s( 

Her Master speaks within her — the Devil owns hit 
child I" 

But gray heads shoot, and young browa knit, the 

while Ibe sheriff read 
That lam the wicked rulers against the poor hare 

Who to their house of Rimmon and idol priest- 
hood bring 
Ko bended knee of worship, nor gainful offering. 
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rhen n the atout sea-captains the Eherifi* taming 

"Which of ye, worthy seamen, will take this 

Quaker maid ? 
In the Isie of fair Barbadoes, or on Virj^nia's shore, 
fou may hold her at a higher price than Indian ^1 

tirim and silent stood the captains ; and when 

again be cried, 
" Speak out, my worthy seamen I " — no voice, no 

sign replied ; 
But I felt a hard hand press my owa, and kind 

words met my ear : 
" God bless thee, and preserve thee, my gentle ^l 

and dear I " 

A wdght seemed lifted from my heart, — a pitying 

friend was nigh, 
I felt it in his hard, rough hand, and saw it in h!s 

And when a^nin the sberiEf spoke, that voice, bo 

kind to me. 
Growled back its stormy answer like the roaring 

of the sea: * 

"Filott , 

of Spanish g< 
From keel-piece up to deck-plank, the roomage of 

her hold. 
By the living God who made me 1 — I would sooner 

in your bay 
Sink ship and crew and cargo, than bear this child 

away I 

" Well answered, worthy captmn, shame on their 

cruel laws I " 
Bon through the crowd in murmurs loud th« 

people's just applause. 



SI LEGBNDART, 

" Like the herdsman of Tokoa, in Israel of old, 
Shall we see the poor aad rigbteous again for mJvm 

I looked on haughty Endicott ; with weapon half 

way drawn. 
Swept round the throng his lion glare of bittei 

hale and scorn ; 
Fiercely he drew his bridle rein, and turned in 

alence back, 
And aneering priest and baffled clerk rode m 

ing in his track. 

Hard after them tbo sherifflooked, ii 

Thriee smote his staff upon the ground, and crushed 

his parchment roll. 
" Good friends," he said, " since both have fled, 

the ruler and the priest. 
Judge ye, if from their further work I be not weU 

released." 

Loud was the cheer which, full and clear, swept 

round the silent bay. 
As, with kind wotmJs and kinder looks, he bade me 

go my way ; 
For ne who turns the courses of the streamlet of 

the glen, 
And the nver of great waters, bad turned the 

hearts of men. 

Oh, at that hour the very earth Burned changed 

beneath my eye, 
A holiir wonder round me rose the blue walls of 

the sky, 
A lov. lier light on rock and hUl, and stream and 

woodland lay, 
And t Stei lapsed on sunnier sands the waters of 

the bay. 
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Thanks^ving to tha Lord of life! — to Him all 

praises be, 
Who iroin the hands of evil men hath set His hand 

maid free ; 
All praise to Ilim before whose power the mighty 

Who takea the crafty in the snare, which for the 
poor is laid ! 

Sing, oh, my soul, rejoicingly, on evening's tmllght 

Uplift the loud thankagiring — pour forth the grate- 
ful psalm; 

Let all dear hearts with me rejoice, as did the 
sain^ofold, 

When of the Lord's good angel the rescued Petei 
told. 

And weep and howl, ye evil priests and mighty 

men of wrong, 
The Lord shall smite the proud and lay His hand 

upon the strong. 
Woe to the wicked rulers in His avenging hour I 
Woe to the wolves who seek the flocks to raven and 

devour ; 

But let the humble ones arise,— the poor in heart 

be dad, 
And let the mourning ones again with robes of 

praise be clad. 
Pot He who cooled the furnace, and smcothod tlia 

stormy wave. 
And tamed the Chaldean lions, Is mi"hty still to 

savel ° ^ 
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FUNEKAL TREE OF THE S0K0KI8. 

1756. 

Around Sebago's lonely lake 
There lingers not a breeze to break 
The mirror wbich its waters make. 

The solemn pines along its shore. 
The firs whi;;h hang its gray rocks o'er, 
Are painted on its glassy floor. 

The sun looks o'er, with hazy eye, 
The snowy mountain-tops which lie 
Piled coldly up against the sky, 

Dazzlinj; and white! save where the bleak, 
Wild winds have bared some splintering peak, 
Or snow-slide leil iia dusky streak. 

Tet green are Sa«o's banks below, 
And belts of spruce and cedar show, 
Dark frin^ng round those cones of snow. 

The earth hath felt the breath of spring, 
Thouiih yet on her deliverer's wing 
The fingeriiig frosts of winter cling. 

Fresh passes frin^ the meadow-brooks, 
And mildly from its sunny nooks 
The blue eye of the violet looks. 

And odors from the springing gra^ 
The sweet birch and the sassafras, 
Ul<on the scarce-felt breezes pass. 

Her tokens of renemng care 
Hath Nature scattered everywhere, 
In bud and flower, and wa ' ' 
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But in their hour of bitterness, 
What reck t!ie broken Sokokis, 
Beade tlieir slaughtered chiefi of tlus? 

The turfs red Btain is yet undried — 
Scarce have the death-shot echoes died 
Along Set)ago'B wooded aide : 

And ailent now the hunters stand, 
Grouped darkly, where a swell of land 
Slopes upward fix)m the lake's white sand, 

Fire and the axe have swept it bare. 
Save one lone beech, unclosing there 
Its hght leaves in the vernal air. 

Wifb grave, cold looks, all sternly mnt*, 
They break the damp turf at its foot. 
And bare its coiled and twisted root 

They heave the stubborn trunk aside, 
The firm roots from the earth divide — 
The rent beneath yawns dark and wide. 

And there the fallen chief is laid, 
In tasselled garbs of skins arrayed. 
And ^rded with his wampum-braid. 

The alver cross he loved is pressed 
Beneath the heavy arms, which rest 
Upon bis scarred and naked breast. 

Tis done ; the roots are backward sent, 
The beecben tree stands up unbent — 
The Indian's fitting monument I 

When of that sleeper's broken race 
Their green and pleasant dwelling-place 
Which knew them once, retidns no trace ; 
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1 long may sanset'a lisht he shed 
As DOW upon that beech's head — 
A green memorial of the dead I 

Tliere ehall his fitting requiem he, 

In northern winds, that, told and free, 

liowl nightlj- in that funeral tree. 

To their wild wail the waves which break 
Forever roun<l that lonely lake 
A Eolenm under-tone shall mate 1 

And who shall deem the spot unhlest. 
Where Nature's younger ehi]<lren rast, 
Lulled on their sorrowing mother's breast ? 

Deem ye that mother loveth !esa 
These bronzed forms of the wilUemesa 
She foldelh in her long caress ? 

As sweet o'er them her wild flowers blow, 
Aa if with fairer hair and brow 
The blue-eyed Saxon slept below. 



No priestly knee hath e,^. ...^™^,.^ 
No funeral rite nor prayer haih blessed ? 

"What thonnh the bifrat's ban be there, 
And thoui^hts of waiHng and despair, 
And cursing in the plaee of prayer! 



Ajid Ihey have made it holy ground. 

There ceases man's frail judgment ; aE 
His powerless bolts of cursing fall 
Unheeded on that grassy paU. 
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0, peeled, and hunted, and reviled, 
Sleep on, dark tenant of the wild ! 
Great Nature owns her simple child I 

And Nature's God, to whom alone 
The secret of the heart is known — 
The hidden language traced thereon ; 

Who from its many ctimberingg 

Of form and creed, and outward things, 

To light the naked spirit brings ; 

Not with our partial eye shall scan — 
Not with our pride and scorn shall ban 
The spirit of our brother man I 



" To the winds give our banner 1 

Bear homeward again I" 
Cried the Lord of Acadia, 

Cried Charles of Estienne; 
From the prow of his shallop 

He gazed, as the sun, 
From its bed in the ocean, 

Streamed up the St. John. 

O'er the blue western waters 

That shallop had passed. 
Where the mists of Penobscot 



On the heretic sail. 
As the songg of the Huguenot 
Rose on the gale. 
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The pale, ghostJy fathers 

Remembered her well, 
And had cursed her nhiie pasaingt 

Wth taper and bell, 
But the men of Monhegan, 



The heretic Lord. 

They had loaded hm shallop 
With dun-fish and ball, 

With stores for his larder, 
And steel for his wall. 

Pemeqiud, from her bastions 

Had welcomed his coming 
With banner and gun. 

And the prayera of the elders 

Had followed his way, 
Ab homeward ho glided, 

Down Penteeost Bay. 
01 well sped La Tour 1 

For, in peril and pajn, 
His lady kept watch 

For his coming again. 

O'er the Isle of the Pheasant 

The morning sun shone, 
On the plane-lrees which shaded 

The shores of St. John. 
" Now, why from yon battlementi 

Speaks not my love I 
Why waves there no banner 

My fortress above ? " 

Dark and wild, from big deck 
St. Estienne sazed about, 

On fire-waated dwellings, 
And silent redoubt; 



C<,„glc 



From the low, aiattered walla 
Which the flame had o'emio, 

There floated no banner, 
There thunder'd no gun 1 

But, beneath the low arch 

Of its doorwav there stood 
A pale priest oi'Eome, 

In his cloak and bis hood. 
With the bound of a lion. 

La Tour sprang to land, 
On the throat of the Papist 

He fastened his hand. 

" Speak, son of the Woman, 

Of scarlet and sin ! 
What wolf has been prowling 

My castle within ? " 
From the grasp of the soldier 

The Jesuit broke. 
Half in scorn, half in sorrow, 

He smiled as he spoke : 

" No wolf. Lord of Estienne, 

Has ravaged thy hall, 
But thy red-handed rival. 

With lire, steel, and ball I 
On an errand of mercy 

I hitherward came. 
While the walls of thy castle 

Yet spouted with flame. 

"Pentagoet's dark vessels 

Were moored in the bay, 
Grim sea-lions, roaring 

Aloud for their prey." 
" But what of my lady ? " 

Cried Charles of Eslienne : 
" On the sbot-orumbled turret 

Thy lady was seen ; 
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" Half-veiled in the smofce-cload, 

Her hand jrrasped thy pennonj 
"While her dark cresises swayed 

In the hot breath of caanon 1 
But woe to the liereijc, 

Evermore woe I 
When the son of the church 

And the cross is his toe I 

" la the track of the shell, 

In the path of the ball, 
Pentagoet swept over 

Tbe breach of the wall I 
Steel to steel, gnn to gun, 

One moment — arid then 
Alone stood the victor, 

Alone with hia men I 

" Of its sturdy defendera. 

Thy lady alone 
Saw the cross-blazon'd banner 

Float over St. John." 
" Let the dastard look to it ! " 

Cried fiery Esdenne, 
"Were D'AuIney King Lotus, 

I'd free her again ! 

"Alas, for thy lady 1 

No service fram thee 
Is needed by her 

\V'honi the Lord hath set fre«i 
Nine days, in stern silence, 

Her Ibraldom she bore, 
But the tenth morninfr came, 

And Death opened her door ! 

As if suddenly smitten 
La Tour stagger'd back ; 

His hand grasped his sword-hilt^ 
His forehead grew blac'c. 
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He fmramg oa the deck 

Of his shallop ^ain ; 
" We cruise now for venMance I 

Give way I " cried JSstienue. 

■' Massaeliusetts shall hear 

Of the lluguenot'a wrong, 
And from island and creek-aide 

Her fishers shall throng I 
Pentagoet shall rue 

^Vhat his Papists have done, 
When his palisades echo 

The Puritan's gun I" 

O I the loveliest of heavens 

Hong l«nderly o'er him, 
There were waves in the sunshine, 

And green isles before him : 
But a pale hand was beukoning 

The Huguenot on ; 
And in blackness and ashes 

Behind was St John ' 



How Bweetly on the wood-girt town 
The mellow light of sunset shone I 
Each small, bright lake, whose watera still 
Mirror the forest and the hill. 
Reflected from its waveless breast 
The beauty of a cloudleaa West, 
Glorious as if a glimpse were ^iven 
Within the western gates of Heaven, 
Left, by the spirit of the star 
Of sunset's holy hour, ajarl 
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Beade the river's tranquil flood 
The dark and low-wall'd dwellings atood, 
Where many a rood of open land 
Stretch'd up and down on either hand, 
With corn-leaves waving freshly ^en 
The thick and blaeken'd stumps Between. 
Behind, unbroken, deep and dread, 
The wild, untravell'd forest spread, 
Back to those mountaina, white and cold, 
Of which the Indian trapper told, 
Upon whose summit never yet 
Was mortal foot in safety set. 

Quiet and calm, without a fear 
Of danger darkly lurking near. 
The weary laborer left his plough — 
The railk-maid caroll'd by her cow — 
Prom cottage door and household hearth 
Rose songs of praise, or (ones of mirth. 
At length the murmur died away, 
And silence on that village lay- 
So slept Pompeii, tower and hall, 
Ere the quick earthquake ewalloVd all. 
Undreaming of the fiery fate 
Which made its dwellings desolate I 

Hoars paas'd away. By moonlight sped 
The Merrimack along his bed. 
Bathed in the pallid luatre, stood 
Dark cottage-wall and rock and wood, 
Silent, beneath that tranquil beam. 
As the hush'd souping of a dream. 
Vet on the still air erept a sound- 
No bark of fox — nor rabbit's bound — 

Nor stir of wings — nor waters flowing 

Nor leaves in midnight breezes blowing. 

Was that the tread of many feet. 

Which downward from the hill-side beat? 
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What forms were those which darkly stood 
Just on the mar^n of the wood ?— 
Charr'd tree-stumps in the moonlight dim, 
Or paling rude, or leafless limb i* 
No — through the trees fierce eye-balls glow"!!, 
Bark human forms in moonshine shoVa, 
Wild from their native wilderness, 
Wi'Ji painted limbs and battle-dress I 

A yell, the dead might wake to hear, 
Swell'd on the night air, far and clear — - 
!I^en smote the fidian tomahawk 
On crashing door and ahatlerin" lock — 
Then rang the rifle-shot — and then 
The alirill death-scream of stricken men — 
Sank the red axe in woman's brain, 
And childhood's cry arose in rain — 
Bursting throu»h roof and window eame, 
Red, fast and fierce, the kindled flame ; 
And blended fire and moonlight glared 
On sdll dead men and weapons bared. 

The morning sun looked brightly through 
The river mllowa, wet with dew. 
No sound of combat fiil'd the air, — 
No shout was heard, — nor gunshot there : 
Yet still the thick and sullen smoke 
From smouldering ruins slowly broke ; 
And on the greensward many a stain, 
And, here and there, the mangled slain, 
Told how that midnight bolt had sped, 
Pentucket, on thy fated head I 

Even now, the villi^er can tell 
Where Kolfe beside his hearthstone fell, 
Still show the door of wastin" oak. 
Through which the fatal death-shot broke. 
And point the curious stranger where 
Da Eouville's corse lay grim and barfr— 
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Wliose liideoiia head, in death still fear'd, 
Bore not a trace of hair or beard — 
And still, witliin the churchyard ground, 
Heaves darkly up the ancient mound, 
Whose ^ass-wrown surface overlies 
The vietima of that sacrifice. 



THE FAMILIST'S HYMN. 

Father I to thy suffering poor 

Stron^h and grace and faith impart, 
And with thy own love resiflre 

Comfort to the broken heart I 
Oh. the failing ones con'firm 

With a holier atrenjnh of zeal I — 
Give Thou not the feeble worm 

Helpless to the spoiler's heel 1 

Father 1 for thy holy saio 

We are spoiled and hunted thus; 
Joyful, for thy truth we take 

Bonds and burthens unto U9; 
Poor, and weak, and robbed of all, 

Weary with our ddly task, 
That thy truth may never fall 

Through our weakness, Lord, we aal 

Bound our fired and wasted homes 

Flits the forest-bird unscared. 
And at noon the wild hoast comes 

AVhere our frugal meal was shared ; 
For the sona of praises thare 

Shrieks the crow the livelong day. 
For the sound of evening prayer 

Howb the evil beast of prey 1 
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street the aongs we loved to sing 

Underneath thy holy sky — 
Worda and tones that used to bring 

Tears of joy in every eye, — 
Dear the wrestling hours of prayer, 

When we gathered knee to knee, 
Blameless youth and hoary hair, 

Uow'd, God, alone lo thee. 

Aa thine early children. Lord, 

Shared their wealth and daily bread, 
Even so, with one accord, 

We, in love, each other fed. 
Not with us the miser'a hoard, 

Not with ns his grasping hand; 
Equal round a commoa board, 

I>rew our meek and brother band I 

Safe ojr quiet Eden lay 

When the war-whoop stirred the land) 
And llio Indian tura'd away 

From our horoe his blooeiy hand. 
Well that forest-ranger saw. 

That ibe burthen and tbe curse 
Of the white man's cruel law 

Bested also upon us. 

Tom apart, and driven forth 

To our toiling hard and long, 
Father ! from the dust of earth 

Lift we still our grateful song I 
Grateful — that in bonds we share 

In thy love which makelb free , 
Jjytiil— that the wrongs we bear. 

Draw us nearer. Lord, to thee I 

Grateful ! — that where'er we hMl— 

By Wachuset's wooded aide, 
On Nantucket's 
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Or by wild Nepouget's tide — 
StiJl, in Bpirit, we are near, . 

And our evening hymns which li 
Separate and discordant here, 

Meet and mingle in the akiea ! 

Let the scofTer acorn and mock. 

Let the proud and evil priest 
Bob the needy of his flock. 

For his wine-cup and his feast,— 
Bedden not thy bolta in store 

Through the hlacknesa of thy ski 
For the sighing of the poor 

Wilt Thou not, at length, arise ? 



In thy name they bear the wrong, 
In thy cause the bonds of p^n I 

Melt oppression's heart of steel, 
Let the haughty priesthood see, 

And their blinded followers feel, 
That in ua they mock at Thee 1 

In thy time, O Lord of hosts. 

Stretch abroad that hand to save 
Which of old, on E^pt's coasts, 

8mol« apart the Red Sea's wave I 
Lead us from this evil land, 

From the spoiier set us free. 
And once more our gather'd band. 

Heart to heart, shall worship Thee 1 



THE FOUNTAIN. 

Tbavellbb ] on thy journey toiling 
By the swift Powow, 
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Wi& the summer sunshine falling 

On thy heated brow, 
Listen, while all else is slill 
To the brooklet from the hill. 

Wild and sweet the flowers are blowing 

By that streamlet's side. 
And a greener verdure showing 

Where its waters glide — 
Down the hill-slope murmuring on, 
Over root and mossy stone. 

Where yon oak his broad arms flingefh 

O'er the sloping hill, 
Beautiful and freshly springeih 

That soft-flowing rill. 
Through its dark roots wreath'd and hare, 
Crushing up U) sun and air. 

Brighter walera sparkled never 

In that magic well, 
Of whose gift of life forever 

Ancient legends tell, — 
In the lonely desert wasted. 
And by mortal lip untasted. 

Waters which the proud Castilian 31 

Sought with longing eyes. 
Underneath the bright pavilion 

Of the Indian skies; 
Where his forest pathway lay 
Through the blootus of Florida. 

Tears ago a lonely stranger, 

IVith the dusky brow 
Of the outcast forest-ranger. 

Crossed the swift Powow; 
And betook him to the rill, 
And the oak upon the hilL 
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O'er his face of moody sadness 

For an iuatant stone 
Something like a gleam of gladness, 

As he stooped him down 
To the fountdn's grassy ade 
And his eager thirst supplied. 

With the oak its shadow tlirowing 

O'er his mossy seat, 
And the cool, sweet waters flowing 

Softly at his feet, 



Autumn's earliest frost had given 

To the woods below 
Hues of beautj', sui;h as heaven 

Lendeth to its bow ; 
And the soft breeze from the west 
Scarcely broke theic dreamy rest. 

Far behind was Ocean striving 

With his chains of sand; 
South wan!, sunny glimpses giving, 

'Twixt the swells of land. 
Of its calm and silvery track, 
KoUed the tranquil Slerrimack, 

Over vill^e, wood and meadow, 

Gazed uiat stranger man 
Sadly, till the twilight shadow 

Over all things ran. 
Save where spire and westward pane 
Flashed the sunset back again. 

Guzing thus upon the dwelling 

Of his warrior sires. 
Where no lingering trace was telling 

Of their wigwam fires, 
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Of that wandering cl 

Kaked laj, in aunelime glowing, 

Hills that once had stood 
Down tbeir sides the shadows iJirowing 

Of a mighty wood. 
Where the deer hia covert kept. 
And the eaglo'a pinion swept 1 

Where the birch canoe had glided 

Down the swift Powow, 
Dark and gloomy bridges strided 

Those clear waters now; 
And where once the beaver swam, 
Jarred the wheel and frowned the dam. 

For the wood-bird's merry singing. 

And the hunter's cheer, 
Iron ciang and hammer's rinpng 

Smote upon his ear ; 
And the thick and sullen smoke 
From the blackened forges broke. 

Could it be, his fathers ever, 

Loved to linger here ? 
These bare hilG — this conquer'd river — 

Could they hold them dear. 
With their native loveliness 
Tamed and tortured into this ? 

Sadly, as the shades of even 

Gathered o'er the hill, 
While the western half of heaven 

Blushed with sunset still, 
From the fountain's mossy seat 
Turned the Indian's weary feet. 
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To the hill-aide or tie river 

Where he came before. 
But the villager can tell 
Oi'that straoge man's wt welL 

And the merry children, laden 
With their fruits or flowers — 

Bovinn boy and laughing majden, 
In their school-day hours, 

l^ove the simple tale to tell 

Of the Indian and hia welL 



The goodman sat beside his door 

One sultry afternoon. 
With his young wife singing at his ude 

An old and goodly tune. 

A glimmer of heat was in the iur,— 
The dark green woods were still ; 

And Che skirts of a heavy thunder-cbad 
Hung over the weslfirn hill.' 

Black, thick, and vast, arose that cloud 

Above the wilderness, 
As some dark world from upper air 

Were stooping over this. 



Save a low a 

Of coming mnd and r: 
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THE EXILES. 1( 

Just M the first big rain-drop fell, 

A weary stranger came, 
And stood before tbe farmer'a door, 

With travel eoUed and lame. 

Sad seemed he, yet auataining hope 

Was in his quiet glance. 
And peace, like autumn's moonlight, clothed 

}Via tranquil countenaiice, 

A loot, like that his Master wore 

In Pilate'a council-hall ; 
It told of wrongs— but of a love 

Meekly forgiving all. 

" Friend ! wilt thou give me shelter here ? " 

The stranger meekly said ; 
And, leaning on his oaken staff', 

Tbe goodman's features read. 

" My life is hunted — evil men 

Are followin" in my track ; 
The traces of the torturer'a whip 

Are on my aged back. 

" And much, I fear, 'twill peril thee 

Within thy doors to take 
A hunted seeker of the Truth, 

Oppressed for conscience sake." 

Oh, kindly spoke the goodman's -mfa— 
" Come in, old man I " quoth she, — 

" We will not leave thee to the storm 
Whoever thou may'st be." 
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Bnt while the sudden lightning's hlwe 

Filled every cottage nook. 
Anil with ihe jarring thunder-roU 

The loosened caaemenla shook, 

A heavy tramp of horses' teet 

Came sounding ut> [he lane. 
Ami half a score of horse, or more. 

Came plunging through the r^n. 

" Now, Goodman Macey, ope thy door, — 
We would not be house-breakers; 

A rueful deed thou'st done this day, 
In harhoring haniahed Queers. 

Out looked the cautions goodman then. 

With much of fear and awe, 
For there, with hroaii wig drenched with rwn. 

The parish priest he saw. 

" Open thy door, thou wicked man, 

And let thy pastor in, 
And ^ve God thanks, if forty stripea 

Repay thy deadly sin." 

" What seek ye 7 " quoth the goodman, — 



" Now, oat upon thee, canting knave I " 
And strong hands shook the iloor, 

" Believe me, Macey," quoth the priest, — ■ 
" Thou'lt rue thy conduct iore." 

Then kindled Mace/s eye of lire : 
"No priest who walks the earth. 

Shall pluck away the stranger-guest 
Made welcome to my hearth." 
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Oown from Ms cottage wall he caught 

The rnatcliloelt, hotly tried 
At Preston-pans and Marston-moor, 

By fiery ireton's siUe ; 

Where Puritan, and Cavalier, 

Wllh shout and psalm contended ; 

And Ropert's oath, and Cromwell's prayer. 
With battle-thunder blended. 

Up rose the ancient stranger then : 

" My spirit is not free 
To bring the wrath and violence 

Of evil men on thee : 

" And for thyself, I pray forbear, — 

Bethink thee of thy Lord, 
Who healed again the smitten ear. 

And sheathed his follower's sword. 



Beneath his hand the oaken door, 
Back on its hinges felL 

" Come forth, old gray-beard, yea and nay ; " 

The reckless scoffers cried, 
Ab to a horseman's saddle-bow 

The old man's arms were tied. 

And of his bondage hard and long 

In Boston's crowded jail, 
Where suffering woman's prayer was heard, 

With sickening childhood's wail, 

It snits not with our tale to tell : 
Those scenes have passed away — 

Let the dim shadows of the past 
Brood o'er that evil day. 
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" Ho, Bheriff I " quoth the ardent priest^- 

" Take goodman Maoey too ; 
The sin of this day's heresy, 



« Now goodwife, haste thee 1 " Macey cried. 

She caught his manly arm :— 
Behind, the parson urged pursuit, 

WiiJi outcry and alarm. 

Ho ! speed the Maceys, neck or nought^— 



A gray rock, tassellod o'er with birch 

Above the waters bung, 
And at its base, mth every wave, 

A small light wherry swung. 

A leap — they gmn the boat — and there 
The goodman wields his oar: 

"Bl luck betide them all "—16 cried, — 
" The laggards upon the shore." 

Down through the crashing under-wood. 

The burly sheriff came :— 
" Stand, goodman Macey — yield thyself; 

Yield in the King's own name." 

" Now out upon thy hangman's face 1 " 
Bold Macey answered then, — 

" Whip women, on the village green, 
But meddle not with men." 

The priest came panting to (he shore^— 
ILs grave cocked hat was gone ; 

Behind him, like some owl's nest, hung 
His wig upon a thorn. 
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" Come batk — come back 1 " the parson cried, 

" The ciurcli's curse beware." 
" Curse, an' thou wilt," said Macey, " bat 

Thy blessing prithee apare." 

" Vile scoffer ! " cried the baffled priest, — 

" Thoult yet the gallows see." 
•* Wbo's bom to be oangeil, will not be drowted,' 

Quoth Ma<;ey, merrily ; 

** And so, sir sheriff and priest, good bye 1 "* 

He bent him to his oar, 
And the small boat glided quietly 

From &e twain upon the shore. 

Now in the west, the heavy clouds 

Scattered and fell asunder, 
While feebler came the rush of rain, 

And fainter growled the thunder. 

And through the broken .''louds, the aun 

Looked out serene and warm, 
Pjunting its holy symbol-light 

Upon the passing storm. 



Byarocn Pentucket*8 southern slope 
The small boat glided fast, — 

The watchers of "the Block-house" saw 
The strangers as they passed. 

That night a stalwart garrisoa 
Sat shaking in their st 



To hear the dip of Indian oars 
The glide of birch canoes. 
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The fiahep-irives of Salisbury, 

(The men were all away,) 
Looked out to eee the stranger oar 

Upon their waters play. 

Ueep-Island'a rocka and fir-treea threw 

Their sunset-shadows o'er them, 
And Newbury's spire and weathercock 

Peered o'er the pines before them. 

Arotind the Black Rocks, on their left, 

The marsh lay broad and green ; 
And oa their right, with dwarf shrubs croiritett 

Plum Island's hill>i were seen. 



Tbu glory of the sunset heaven 

On land and water lay, — 
On the steep hilis of Agawam, 

On cape, and bluff, and bay. 

They passed the gray rocks of Cape A 
And Gloucester's harbor-bar; 

The watch-fire of the garrison 
Shone like a setting star. 

How brightly broke the morning 

On Massachusetts Bay I 
Blue wave, and bright green island, 

Kejojcing in the day. 

On passed the bark in safety 

Round isle and heaiiland steep- 
No tempest broke above them. 
No fog-cloud veiled the deep. 
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Far luund the bleak and stormy Cape 
The Tent'rous Macey passed. 

And on Nantucket's naked isle, 
Drew up his boat at htsL 

And how, in log-built cabin. 

They braved the rough sea-weaftwr { 
And there, in peace and quietoeBs, 

Went down life's vale togotier ■ 

ilo-w others drew around them, 
And how their fishing sped. 

Until to every wind of neaven 
Hautucliiet's eails were spread; 

How pale want allemated 
With plenty's gohlen smile : 

Behold, 13 it not written 
In lie annals of the isle ? 



Free as the winds that wmnow 
Her shrubless hills of sand — 

Free as the waves that battel 
Along her yielding land. 

Than hers, at duty's summons, 
No loftier spirit stars, — 

Nor falls o'er human sufTering 
A readier tear than hers. 

God bless the sea-beat island 1 — 
And grant for evermore. 

That charity and freedom dwe]], 
&a now upon her shore 1 
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THE NEW WIFE AND THE OLD. 

Dark the halls, and cold the feast — 
Gone lie bridemaida, gone the prieat. 
All ia oyer— all is done. 
Twain of yesterday are onel 
BloomiDg girl and manhood gray, 
Autumn in the anna of May f 

Hushed within and hushed without, 
Dancing feet and wrestlers' shout; 
Dies the bonfire on the hill ; 
All ia dark and all ia atill, 
Save the starlight, save the breeze 
Moaning through the graveyard treea; 
And the great aea-waves below, 
Pulae of 3ie midnight heating slow 

From the brief dream of a bride 
She hath wakened, at his aide. 
With half uttered shriek and start — 
Feela she not his beating heart ? 
And Ihe preaaure of his arm, 
And his breathing near and warm ? 

Lightly from the bridal bed 
Springs that fair dishevelled head, 
And a feeling, new, intense, 
Half of shame, half innocence. 
Maiden fear and wonder speaks 
Through her hpa and changing cheeks. 

From the oaken mantel glowing 
Faintest light the lamp ia throwmg 
On the mirror's antique mould, 
High-backed chair, and w^nscot old. 
And, through faded curtains stealing. 
His dark sleeping face revealing. 
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Listless lies the strong man there, 
Silver-streaked his careless haiv ; 
LipB of love have left no trace 
On that hard and haughty face ; 
And that forehead's knitted thought 
Love's soft hand halh not unwrought. 

" Yet," she aighs, " he lov.es me well, 
More than these calm hps will tell. 
Stooping to my lowly state, 
He hath made me rich and great, 
And I bless him, (hough he be 
Hard and stern to all save me I " 

While she speaketh, falls the light 
O'er her fingers small and while ; 
Gold and gem, and costly ring 
Back the tumid lustre fiing— 
Love's aelectest gifts, and rare, 
His proud hand had fastened there 

Gratefully she marks the glow 
From those tapering lines of snow ; 
Fondly o'er the sleeper bending 
His black hmr with golden blending. 
In her soft and light cai'ess. 
Cheek and lip together press. 

Ha I— that start of horror ! — Why 
That wild stare and wilder cry, 
Full of terror, full of pain ? 
Is there madness in her brain ? 
Hark I that gasping, hoarse and low 
" Spare me — spare me— let me go 1 " 

God have mercy 1 — Icy cold 
Spectral hands her own enfold, 
iJrawing silently from them 
Ixive's Kur gifla of gold and gem. 
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King and bracelet all are fMie, 

And that ice-cold hand withdrawn; 

But she hears a murmur low, 

Full of sweetness, fuU of woe, 

Half a aigh and half a moan : 

" Fear not I give the dead her own 1 " 

Ah 1 — the dead wife's voice ahe knows I 
That told hand whose pressure froze, 
Once in warmest life had borne 
Gem and band her own hath worn. 
" Wake thee 1 wake thee ! " Lo, hia eyes 
. Open with a dull surprise- 
In his artne the strong man folds her, 
Closer to his breast he holds her ; 
Trembling hmba his own are meeljng, 
And he feels her heart's quick beating : 
" Say, my dearest, why this fear ? " 
" Hush I " she saith, " the dead is here I " 

" Nay, a dream — an idle dream." 
But before the lamp's pale gleam 
Tremblingly her hand she raises, — 
There no more the diamond blazes. 
Clasp of pearl, or ring of gold, — 
" Ah 1 " she sighs, " her hand was cold 1 " 

Broken words of cheer he sjuth. 

But hia dark lip quivereth. 

And as o'er the past he thinketh. 

From hia young wife's arms he shrinketh ; 

Can those soft arms round him lie, 

Underneath his dead wile's eye ? 

She her fair young head can rest 
Soothed and childlike on 1^ breast, 
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And in trustful ic . . . _ 

Draw Dew strength and courage dience; 

He, the proud man teuls wilhin 

But the cowardice of sin I 



And hia blessed angels call, 
Whose great love is over all ; 
He, alone, in prayerless pride, 
Meets the dark Fast at her side 1 

One, who living shrank with dread, 
From his look, or word, or tread, 
Unto whoca her early grave 
Was as freedom to the slave. 
Moves him at this mirlnight hour, 
With the dead's unconsoioua power I 

Ah, the dead, the unfbrgot ! 

From Iheir solemn homes of thought^ 

Where the cypreaa shado.ws blend 

Darkly over foe and friend, 

Or in love or sad rebuke. 

Back upon the living look. 

And the tenderest ones and weakest. 
Who their wrongs have borne the meel 
Lifting from those dark, still places, 
Sweet and sad-remembered faues, 
O'er the guilty hearts behind 
An unwitting triumph find. 
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VOICES OF FREEDOM. 

FROM 1833 TO 1848. 



TOUSSAINT L'OUVERTUItE.*' 

TwAS nkhL The tranquil moonlight smile 
With which Heaven dreams of Earth, shed down 

Ita beauty on the Indian isle — 
On broad green field and white-walled town; 

And inland waste of rock and wood. 

In seai^hing sunshine, wild and rude. 

Rose, mellowed through the silver gleam. 

Soft as the landst-npe of a dream, 

All motionless and dewy wet. 

Tree, vine, and flower in shadow met : 

The myrtle with its snowy bloom, 

Crossing the nightshade's solemn gloom — 

The wMte cecropia's silver rind 

Believed by deeper green behind, — 

The orange with its fruit of gold, — 

The lithe panllinia's verdant fold, — 

The passion-flower, with symbol holy, 

Twining its tendrils long and lowly,— 

The rheaas dark, and cassia tall, 

And proudly rTsing over all. 

The kingly jialm's miperia! stem. 

Crowned with its leafy diadem, 

Star-like, beneath whose sombre shade 

The fiery-winged cucullo plavedl 
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Tea— lovely was thine aspect, then, 
Fair island of the Western Sea! 
Lavish of beauty, even when 
Thy brutes were happier than thy men, 

For they, at least, were free 1 
Regardless of thy glorious clime, 

Unmindllil of thy soil of Jlowere, 
The toiling negro sighed, that Time 

No faster sped his hours. 
For, by the dewy moonlight still, 
He fed the weary-turning mill. 
Or bent him in the vh'M morass. 
To pluck the long and tangled grass. 
And hear above his seai'-wom back 
The heavy slave- whip's frequent crack, 
While in his heart one evil thought 

In solitary mailness wrought, 

One baleful fire surviving atiU 

The quenching of the immortal mind- 
One sterner passion of his kind, 
Which even fetters could not kill,— 
The savage hope, to deal, ere lonf, 
A vengeance bitterer than his wrong I 

Hart to that cry 1— long, loud, and shrill, 
From field and forest, rock and hill, 
Thrilling and horrible it rang, 

Around, beneath, above ; — 
The wild beast from his cavern sprang— 

The wild bird from her grove J 
Nor fear, nor ioy, nor agony 
Were mingled in that midnight cry ; 
But like the hon'a growl of wrath, 
IVhen falLi that hunter in his path, 
Whose barbed arrow, deeply set, 
Is rankling in his bosom yet. 
It told of hate, full, deep, and strong,— 
Of vengeance kindling out of wrong; 
It was as if the crimes of years — 
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The nnrequited tral— the tearg — 
Tlie shame and bate, which liken well 
Earth's garden to the nether hell. 
Had found in Nature's self a tongue, 
On which the gathered horror hung; 
As if from clifi, and stream, and glen, 
Burst, on the starded ears of men, 
That voice which risea onto God, 



Save ocean chafing on hia shore. 
The sighinn of the wind between 
The broad tan ana's leaves of green, 
Or bough by restless plumage shook, 
Or murmuring voice of mountain brook. 

Brief was the silence. Once again 

Pealed to the skies that frantic yell- 
Glowed on the heavens a fiery stain, 

And flashes rose and fell ; 
And painted on the blood-red sky, 
Dark, naked arms were tossed on high; 
And, round the white man's lordly hall, 

Trode, fierce and free, the brute he mad* 
And those who crept along the wall, 
And answered to his lightest call 

With more than spaniel dread — 
The creatures of his lawless beck — 
Were trampling on his very neck 1 
And on the nignl^air, wild and clear. 
Rose woman's shriek of more than fear ; 
For bloodied arms were round her thrown, 
And dark cheeks pressed against her own 1 

Then, injured Afric ! — for the shame 
Of thy own daughters, vengeance came 
Full on the scornful hearts of those, 
Who mocked thee in thv nameless woes, 
And to thy hapless children gave 
One choice— pollution, or the grave I 
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Where then was he, whose fiety zeal 
Had taufiht the trampled deart W fuel, 
C'ltil liespair itself jjrew atronji. 
And venpance Iwl its torth Irom wrong? 
Now — when the thunder-bolt U speeding ; 
How— when oppression's heart is bleeding 
Kow— when the latent eurse of Time 
Is raining down in fire and blood- 
That curau whiuh, through long years of crime. 

Has gathered, drop by drop, its Hood- 
Why fltrikea he not, the foremost one, 
Where murder's sternest deeds are done ? 



TousBMnt rOuverturei 
What marvel that his heart beat high I 

The blow for freedom had been given ; 
And blood had answered t« the ery 

\Vhicfi earth sent up to Heaven I 
What marvel, that a iierte delight 
Smiled grimly o'er his brow of night, 
As groan, and shout, and bursting flame, 
Tola where the midnight tempest came. 
With blood and fire along its van. 
And death behind 1 — he was a Man! 

Tes, dark^uled chieftain I— if the %ht 

Of mild Beli^on's heavenly ray 
Unveiled not to thy mental sight 

The lowlier and .h= p„™. t.y, 
la wheh the Holy Sufferer trod, 

Meekly amidst the sons of erime, 

That ealm reliance upon God 

For justice, in his own good time,— 
That gentleness, to which Ijel on i-s 

Foigiveness for its many wrongs. 
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Even as the primal martyr, kneeling 
For merey on the cvil-dealiiig, — 
Let not the favored white man name 
Thy 3tern appeal, with words of blame. 
Has he not, with the light of heaven 

Broadly around him, made the same? 
Tea, on hia thousand war-fields striven, 

And gloried in hia ghastly shame ? — 
Kneeling amidst his brother'3 blood, 
To offer mockery unto God, 
As if the High and HoW One 
Could smile on deeds of murder done 1 — 
As if a human savrifiee 
Were purer in his Holy eyes, 
Though offered up by Christian hands, 
Than the foul rites of Pagan lands I 



Sternly, amidst his household hand, 

His carbine grasped within his hand. 
The white man 3toi>d, prepared and still, 

Wiuting the shock of maddened men, 

UnL-hained, and fierce as tigers, when 

Tho horn winds through their cavemed hill 

And one was weeping in his sight — 
The sweetest flower of all the isle, — 

The bride who seemed but yesternight- 
Love's fair embodied smile. 

And, clinging to her trembling knee, 

Looked up the form of infancy, 

With tearful glance in either face, 

The secret otils fear ta trace. 

" Ha — stand or die 1 " The white man's eye 
His stea<ly musket gleaned along, 

As a tall NeOTO hastened nigh, 
With fearless step and strong. 

" What, ho, Touissaint I " A moment more, 

His shadow crossed the lighted floor. 



1J2 VOICES or 

" Away," he sioufed ; " fly witli me,— 
The white man's bark is on the sea ; — 
Her sails must catch the seaward wind, 
For sudden vengeance sweeps behind. 
Our brethren from their graves have spoken. 
The yoke is spurned— the chain is broken ; 
On all the hills our fires are glowing — 
Through all the vales red blood is flowing I 
No more the mocking White shall rest 
His foot upon the Negro's breast ; 
No more, at mom or eve, shaU drip 
The warm blood from the driver's whip ; — 
Yet, though Toussaint has vengeance sworn 
For all the wrongs his race have borne, — 
Though for each drop of Negro blood 
The white man's veins shall pour a flood : 
Not all alone the sense of ill 
Around his heart is lingering sljll, 
Nor deeper can the white man feel 
The generous warmth of grateliil zeaL 
Friends of the Negro 1 fly vrith me — 
The path is open to the sea : 
Away, for life ! " — He spoke, and pressed 
The young child to his manly breast. 
As, headlong, through the cracking cane, 
Down swept the dwi insurgent train- 
Drunken and grim, with shout and yell 
Howled through the dark like sounds (mat heE 

Far out, in peace, the white man's sail 
Swayed free before the sunrise gale. 
Cloud-like that island hung afar, 

Alon^ the bright horizon's verge, 
O'er which the curse of servile war 

Rolled its red torrent, sui^e on aurg» 
And he — the Negro chjimpion — wherp 

In the fierce tumult, stnWled he ? 
Go trace him by the fiery glare 
Of dwellings in the midnight air — 



TOUSSAINT L'OTrVBRTCEII. 

The yells of triamph and despair — 
The streams that orimson to the sea 1 

Sleep calmly in diy dun^eon-tomb, 

Beneath Besancon's aUen sky, 
Dark Haytien I— ibr the time shall come, 
Yea, even now is nigh— 
When, every where, thy name shall ba 
Redeemed from colot's infamy ; 
And men shall learn to speak of diee, 
As one of earth's great apirits, bom 
In eervitude, and nursed in scora, 
Caating aade the weary weight 
And fettera of its low estate, 
[n that strong Djajestj- of soal. 

Which knows no color, tongue or clime— 
Whiiih still hath spurned the base control 

Of tyrants through all time I 
Far other hands than mine may wreath 
The laurel round thy brow of death, 
And speak thy pr^se, as one whose word 
A thousand fieiy spirits stirred, — 
Who crushed his foeman as a worm— 
. Whose step on human hearts fell firm ; — " 
Be mine the better ta^ to find 
A tribute for thy lofty mind, 
Amidst whose gloomy vengeance shone 
Some milder virtues all tbine own, — 
Some gleams of feeling pure and warm, 
Like sunshine on a sky of storm,— 
Proofs that the Negro's heart retains 
Some nobleness amidst its chains, — 
That kindness to the wronged is never 

Without its excellent reward,— 
Holy to human-kind, and ever 

Acceptable to God. 
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THE SLAVE SHIPS. » 



" All ready ? " cried the captain ; 

" Ay, ay ! " the Beamen said ; 
" Heave up the worthless lubbers — 

The dying and the dead." 
Up from the slave-ship's prison 

Tierce, bearded heads were thrust — 
" Now let the sharks look to it — 

Toss up the dead ones first I " 
■\ 
Corpse after corpse came np, — 

Death had been busy there ; 
Where every blow is mercy, 

IVhy shoiJd the spoiler spare i" 
Corpse after corpse they east 

Sullenly from the ship, 
Yet bloody with the traces 

Of fetfer-link and whip. 

Gloomily stood the captwn. 
With his arms upon his breast, 

With his cold brow sternly knotted, 
And his iron lip compressed. 

" Are all the dead doi»s over ? " 



Let's hghlen the good ship." 

Hark ! from the ship's dark bosom, 

The very sounds of hell I 
The ringing clank of iron— 



The starving infant's 
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THE SLAVS auiFS. 

The horror of a breaking heart 
Poured through a mo&er's groan 

Upfrom that loathsome priaon 

The stricken blind ones came : 
Below, had all been darkness — 

Above, ^as still the same. 
Tet the holy breath of heaven 

Was sweetly breathing there, 
And the heated brow of fever 

Cooled la the soil sea air. 

" Overboard with them, shipmates I 

Cutlass and dirk were plied; 
Fettered and blind, one after one, 

Plunged down the vessel's ade. 
The sabre smote above — 

Beneath, the lean shark lay, 
Waiting with wide and bloody jaw 

His quiek and human prey. 

God of the earth 1 what cries 

Kang upward unto Thee ? 
Voices of agony and blood, 

EVom ship-deck and trom sea. 
The last dull plunge was heard — 

The last wave caught its stain— 
And the unsated shark looked up 

For human hearts in vain. 

Red glowed ihe western waters — 

The setting sun was there, 
Sc-attering alle on wave and cloud 

His fiery mesh of hair. 
Amidst a group in blindness, 

A solitary eye 
Gazed, from the burdened Blaver's da 

Into that burning sky. 
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" A storm," spoke out the gazer, 

" Is gathering and at hand — 
Curse on't — rd give my other eye 

For one firm rood of land." 
And then, he laughed — but only 

His echoed laugh rephed— 
For the blmded and the Buffering 

Alone were at his side. 

Night settled on the waters, 

And on a stormy Leaven, 
While fiercely on that lone ship's b ick 

The thunder-gust was driven. 
" A sail I — thank God, a sail I " 

And as the helmsman spoke, 
Up through the stormy murmur, 

A shout of gladness brake. 

Down can\e the stranger vessel 

Unheeding oa her way. 
So near, that on the slaver's deck 

Fell ofi' her driven spray. 
" Ho I for the love of mercy — 

We're perishing and blind I " 
A w^l of utter agony 

Came hack upon the wind : 

" Help US I for we are stricken 
With blindness every one ; 

Ten days we've floated fearfully, 
Unnoting star or sun, 

Our ship 'b the slaver Leon — 
We've but a score on board — 

Our slaves are all gone over- 
Help— for the love of God I ' 

On livid braws of agony 
The broad red hghtning shone^ 
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But tLe roar of wind and thunder 
Stifled the anawering groan. 

Wailed from the broken waters 
A last despairing cry, 

Afl, kindhng in the stormy light, 
The stranger ship went by. 

In the ennoy Guadaloupe 

A dark hulled yessel lay — 
With a crew who noted never 

The night-fall or the day. 
The blossom of the orange 

Was while by every stream, 
And tropic leaf, and flower, ana bird 

Were in the warm sun-beam. 

And the sky was bright as ever, 

And the moonlight slept as well, 
On the palm-trees by the hill-side, 

And Uie streamlet of the dell; 
And the glances of the Creole 

Were sljll as archly deep. 
And her smiles as fuU as ever 

Of passion and of sleep. 

But vain were bird and blossom, 

Tlie green earth and the sky, 
And the smile of human faces. 

To the slaver's darkened eye ; 
At the breaking of the morning, 

At the star-ht evening time, 
O'er a world of Ught and beauty. 

Fell the blackness of Ms crime. 
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STANZAS. 

[" Tm despoann whlcl our hthers conld not beer In tbOl 
»BlJve couDtrj is expiriog, and the sword of jUBti™ lu her M> 
tormed hands lias appUed lie eitenninatlDg edjcc to elirerr. 
Bhall tllp DnlWd SOlIbh— Uic free Onilsd Statea, which ctuW not 
boar tic honda of a king, cradle the bond^ whLch a kliis la 
Kholistdng! Shall a Bflpubllc be leae ft«« thao a Monarehjt 

BoeixeUe In righteonsaeM than a tingilom In. itasgeh'— Dr. 

"Genlnsof America!— Spirit of our free inatltutionl— »he« 
•ilthoB?— HowBrttbou fiUen, LiifJier : »uii of the morning 
—how art thon ftllon ftran HeaTBo! Hell from beneath It 
moiijdRir thee, to meet thecal thy conilng !— The kings of thi 
Btrth crj out to thee, Aha : Aha !— abt tood Bcooiii uu IKN 
B»r"— ^reAo/SnmBl J. fl&y.] 

OuH fellow-countrymen in eiaim ! 

Slaves — in a land of light and law ! 
Slaves — crouching on tlie verv plains 

Where rolled the storm of tVeedom's war I 
A groan from Eutaw's haunted wood — 

A wail where Camden's martyrs fell — 
By every shrine of patriot blood, 

From Moultrie's wall and Jasper's well 1 

By storied hill and hallowed grot, 

By mosay wood and marshy glen, 
Whence ran" of old the riile-shot, 

And hurrying shout of Marion's men I 
The groan of breaking hearts is there — 

The falling lash— the fetter's clank 1 
SlamD — SLAVES are breathing in that air, 

Which old De Kalb and Sumter drank I 

What, ho ! — our countrymen in chains I 
The whip on woman's shrinking flesh 1 

Our soil yet reddening with (he stains, 
Caught from her seourmng, warm and &edi I 

■What r mothers from their cHldren riven 1 
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OrR CODNTBTMEN m CHAIKS. 1! 

What I God's own image bought and sold I 
Amehicass to market driven, 
And bartered as the brute for gold 1 

Speak I shall tlieir agony of prayer 

Come tbriUing to our hearts in vain ? 
To us whose fathers Bi;omed to bear 

The paltry menace of a chain ; 
To us, whose boast is loud and long 

Of holy Liberty and Light — 
Say, shaU these writhing slaves of Wrong, 

Plead vainly for tbeir plundered Eight ? 

Whatl shall we send, with lavish breath, 

Our sympathies across the wave, 
Where Jlanhood, on the field of death. 

Strikes for hia freedtim, or a grave ? 
Shall prayers go up, and hymns be sung 

For Greece, the Moslem fetter spurning, 
And millions hiul with pen and tongue 

Our light on all her allars burning ? 

Shall Belgium feel, and gallant France, 

By Vendorae's pile and Schoeijbrun's walL 
And Poland, gasping on her lanee, 

The impulse of our cheering call ? 
And shall the slave, beneati our eye, 

Clank o'er our fields his hateful chain ? 
And toss his fettered arms on high. 

And groan for Freedom's gift, in vain ? 

Oh, say, shall Prussia's banner he 

A refuse for the stricken slave ? 
And shall the Russian serf go free 

By B^kal's lake and Neva's wave? 
And shall the wintr)'-bo90mod Dana 

Relax the iron hand of pride. 
And bid his bondmen cast the chain 

From fettered soul and limb, aside? 
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Shall every flap of England's Qas 

Proclaim that all around are free, 
From " farthest liid " to each blue crag 

That beetles o'er the Western Sea¥ 
And shall we scoff at Europe's kings, 

When Freedom's fire is dim with us, 
And round our country's altar clings 

The damning shade of Slavery's curse 7 

Go — let ns ask of Constantine 

To loose his grasp on Poland's throat ; 
And beg the lord of Mahmoud's line 

To spare the stru^ling Suliote — 
Will aot the scorching answer come 

From turbaned Turk, and scornful Buss ! 
" Go, loose your fettered slaves at home, 

Then turn, and ask the like of us I " 

Just God I and shall we calmly rest, 

He Christian's scorn — the heathen's mirth-— 
Content to live the lingering jest 

And by-word of a mocMug Earth ? 
Shall our own glorious land retain 

That curae^vfliich Europe scorns to hear? 
Shall our own brethren dra^ the chain 

Which not even Russia's menials wear? 

Up, then, in Freedom's manly part, 
From gray-beard eld to fiery youth, 

And on the nation's naked heart 
Scatter the livinff coals of Truth 1 

Up— while ye slumber, deeper yet 
The shadow of our fame is growing I 

u- altars Sowing I 

Oh ! rouse ye, ere the storm comea forth— 
The gathered wrath of God and man— 

Like that which wasted Egypt's earth, 
Wlien hail and fire above it ran. 
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near ye no warnings m the air ? 

Fed ye no earthquake underneath ? 
Up— up— why will ye slumber win: re 

The sleeper only wates in death ? 

Up now for Freedom !— not in strife 

Like that your sterner fathers saw 

The awful waste of human life 

The glory and the guilt of war : 
But break the chain — the yoke remove, 

And smite to earth Oppression's rod, 
With those mild arms of Truth and Love, 

Made mighty through the living God ! 

Down let the shrine of Moloch sink. 

And leave no traces where it stood ; 
Sor longer let its idol drink 

His daily cup of human blood: 
But rear another altar there, 

-To Truth and Love and Mercy given. 
And Freedom's gift, and Freedom's prayer, 

Shall call an answer down from Heaven 1 



THE YANKEE GIRL. 

She slugs by her wheel at that low cottage-door. 
Which die long eveniug shadow is stretehiaff 
before, ^ 

With a music as sweet as the music which seems 
B:«atLed softly and faint in the ear of our dreams 1 

How brilhaut and mirthful the light of her eye, 
Like a star glancing out from the blue of the 

And lightly and freely her dark tresses play 
O'er a Drow and a bosom as lovely as theyl 
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VVho cornea in Ms pride to that low eottage-doo^- 
Tlie haughty and rich to the humble and'poor? 
'T is the great Southern planter— the master who 

Ilia whip of dominion o'er hundreds of slaves. 

"Nay, Ellen— for shame I Let those Yankee fooli 

Who would pass for our slaves with a change of 

their akin ; 
I,et them toil as they will at the loom or the wheel, 
Too stupid for shame, and too vulgar to feel I 

Bnt thou art too lovely and precious a gem 
To be hound to their burdens and sullied by them— 
For shame, Ellen, shame !— cast thy bondage aside, 
And away to the South, as my blessing and pride. 

Oh, come where no winter thj; footsteps can wrong, 
But where (lowers are blossoming all the year long. 
Where the shaile of the palm-tree is over my home. 
And the lemon and orange are whil« in their 
bloom 1 

Oh, come to my home, where my servants ehall all 
Depart at thy bidding and come at thy call ; 
They shall heed thee as nustress with trembKng 

And eaoh wish of thy heart shall be felt as a law." 

Oh, could ye have seen her— that pride of otti 

Arise and cast back the dark wealth of her curls, 
With a scorn in her eye which the gazer could feel, 
And a glance like the sunshine that flashes on 



" Go back, haughty Southron ! thy treasures of gold 
Are dun with the blood of the hearta thou hast soid 



Thy home maj be lovely, but routid'it I liear 
The crauk of the whip and the footsteps of fearl 



And greener thy landscapes, and fairer thvflowersi 
But, dearer the blast round our mountajns which 



zephyr whieh breathes 



Pull low at thy bidding thy negroes may kneel, 
With the iron of bondage on spirit and heel; 
Yel know that the Yankee girl sooner would be 
In fetters with them, than in freedom with thoe I" 



TO W. L. G. 

CHAwnos of those who groan beneath 

Oppression's iron hand; 
In view of penury, hate, and death, 

I see thee fearless stand. 
Still bearing np thy lof^y brow. 

In the steadfast strenrth of truth. 
In manhood sealing well the tow 

And promise of thy youth. 

Go on ! — for thou hast chosen well; 

On in the strength of God ! 
Long as one human heart shall swell 

Beneath the tvrant's rod. 
Speak in a slumbering nation's ear. 

As thou hast ever spoken. 
Until the dead in sin shall hear— 

The fetter's link be broken 1 
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4 VOrCBS OF FBEKDOM. 

1 love tiee mth a brother's love, 

I feel my pulses thrill, 
To mark thy spirit soar above 

The eloud of humaiH ill. 
My heart hath leaped to answer thine, 

And echo back thy worda, 
As leaps the warrior's at the shine 

And flash of kindred swords ! 

They tell me thou art rash and vain — 

A searcher afl«r fame ; 
That thou art striving but to giun 

A long enduring name ; 
That ibou hast nerved the Afric's hand 

And steeled the Afiic's heart, . 
To shake aloft his vengeful brand. 

And rend his chain apart. 

Have 1 not known thee well, and read 

Thy mi(rhty purpose lonr; I 
And watched the trials wbth have made 

Thy human spirit strong? 
And shall the slanderer's demon breath 

Avail with one like me, 
To dim the sunshine of my fmth 

And earnest trust in theei* 

Go on — the dagger's point may glare 

Amid thy pathway's gloom — 
The fate which sternly threatens there 

Is glorious martyrdom ! 
Then onwaiil with a martyr's zeal; 

And wait thy sure reward 
When man to man no more shall kneel 

And God alone be Lord 1 
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SONG OF THE FEEE. 

Pride of New England 1 

Soul of 'our fathers 1 
Shrink we aU craven-lfte, 

■When the storm gathers? 
What though the tempest be 

Over us lowerin", 
Where's the New Englander 

Shamefully towering ? 
Graves green and holy 

Around us are lying, — 
Free were the aleopers ail, 

Living and dying I 

Baefe with the Southemer'B 

Padlocks and scouT^es 1 
Go — let him fetter down 

Ocean's tree surges ! 
Go — let him alence 

Winds, clouds, and watew — 
Never New England's own 

Free sons and daughters I 
Free as our rivers are 

Ocean-ward going — 
Free as the breezes are 

Over us blowing. 



Up to 01 
Haste 



' altars, then, 

Courage and loveliness, 

Manhood and woman ! 
Deep let our pledges be : 

IVcedom for ever I 
Truce with oppression. 

Never, oh \ never 1 
By our own birthright^fift, 

Granted of Heaven — 
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Freedom for heart and lip, 
Be lie pledge given I 

If we have whispered trnii, 

Whisper no longer ; 
Speafe as the tempest does, 

Sterner and 3tron«cr ; 
SlJU be the tones of truth 

Louder and firmer. 
Startling the haitghty Soalh 

With the deep murmur: 
God and our charter'a right. 

Freedom for ever ! 
Truce with oppresaion, 

Never, oh f never 1 



THE HUNTERS OF JIEN 

Have ye heard of our hunting, c 

sloa, 
Throujrh i;ane-brake and forest— the hunting of 

The lords of our land to this hunting have gone, 
Aa the fox-hunter follows the sound of the horn ; 
Hark I— the cheer and the hallo ! — the crack of iho 

And the yell of the hound as he fastens his grip I 
All blithe are our hunters, and noble their mat;;b — 
Though hundreds are eaught, there are millions to 

So speed to their hunting, o'er mountain and glen, 
Through cane-brake and forest— the hunting of 

Gay luck to our huntera !— how nobly they ride 
In the glow of their zeal, and the strength of theil 
pride ! — 



THE 1IUNTBK9 OP MEN. 1. 

The priest with liis cassock flung back on t; 

Just screening the politic atateaman behind — 
The saint and the sinner, with cursing and prayer 
The drunk and the sober, ride memly there. 
And woman — kind woman^wife, widow, and ideu 
For the good of the hunted, is lending her aid ; 
Her foot^ in the stirrup, her hand on the rein. 
How blithely she rides to the hunting of men ! 



Priest, warrior, and statesman, from Georgia to 

Maine, 
All mounting the saddle — all grasping the rein — 
Eight merrily hunting the black man, whose sin 
Is the curl of his hair and the hue of his skin I 
Woe, now, to the hunted who turns him at bay 1 
Will our hunters be turned from their purpose and 

Will their hearts fail within them ? — their nervea 

tremble, when 
All roughly they ride to the hunting of men ? 

Hoi — ALMS for our hunters I all weary and faint 
Wax the curse of the sinner and prayer of the 

The horn is wound faintly— the echoes are still, 
Over cane-brake and river, and forest and hilL 
Haste — alms lor our hunters 1 the hunted once more 
Have turned from their flight with their backs to 

the shore : 
What right have Mcjhere in the home of the while, 
Shadowed o'er by our banner of Freedom and 

Kight V 
Ho! — alms for the hunters 1 or never aaain 
Will they ride in their pomp to the Tiunting ot 
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Alms — alms for oar hunters ! why wil! ye delay, 
When their pride and their glory are meltina; away ? 
Thy parson has turned ; for, on chaise of hia own, 
Who goeth a warfare, or hunting, alone ? 
The politic statesman looks hack with a sigh — 
There is douht in his heart — there is fear in hia ey& 
Oh I haste, lest that douhting and fear shall prevail, 
And the head of his steed take the plaee of the tail. 
Oh I haste, ere he leave us ! for who will ride then, 
For pleasure or gain, to the hundng of men ? 



CLERICAL OPrRESSOKS. 

[In Uh Ba;oFt of th 



Jtjst God 1— and these are they 
Who minister at Ihine altar, God of Right 1 
Men who their hands with jirayer and tlosang Is 

On Israel's Ark of light I 

What I preach and kidnap men ? 
Give thanks — and roh thy own afflicted poor ? 
Talk of Ihy glorious lihert^, and then 

Bolt hard the captive's door ? 

What ! servants of thy own 
Merciful Swi, who came to seek and save 
The homeless and the outcast, — fettering down 

The tasked and plundered slave I 

Pilate and Herod, friends 1 
Chief priests and rulers, as of old, combine 1 
Just God and holy ! is that church, whichleoda 

Strength tn the spoiler, thine ? 



CLERICAL OPFRBS80RS. ISfl 

Paid liypixirites, who turn 
Judmuent a?ide, and rob ih<i Holy Book 
Of &om high words of truth which search and bum 

In warning and rebuke ; 

Feed fat, ye locusts, feed ! 
And, in your tasselled pulpits, thank the Lord 
That, from the toiling bondman's utter need. 

Ye pile your own full board. 

How long, O Lord ! how long 
Shall such a priesthood barter truth away, 
And, in thy name, for robbery and wrong 

At thy own altars pray ? 

la not thy hand stretched forth 
Visibly in the heavens, to awe and 8mit« ? 
Shall not the Uving God of all the earth. 

And heaven above, do right ? 

Woe, then , to all who grind 
Their brethren of a common Father down I 
To all who plunder from the inunorlal mind 

Ita bright and glorious crown I 

Woe to the priesthood ! woe 
To those whose hire is with the price of blood — 
Perverting, darkening, changing aa they go, 

The searching truths of God I 

Their glory and their mii^ht 
Shall perish; and their vorj^ names shall be 
Vile before all the people, in the light 

Of a world's liberty. 

Oh ! speed the moment on 
When Wrong shall cease — and Liberty, and Lovo, 
And Truth, and Right, throughout the earth b« 
known 

As in their home above. 



THE CHRISTIAN SLAVE. 



A Christian 1 going, gone ! 
Who bids for God'fl own image ? — for iia grace 
Which that poor victim of the market-place 

Hath in her Bufleiing won ? 

My God ! can such things be ? 
Hast Thou not said that whatsoe'er is done 
tjnto thy weakest and Ihy himiblest one, 

fc even done to Thee 'I 

In fhat sad victim, then, 
Cbnd of thy pitj-ing love, I see Thee stand — 
Once more the jest-word of a mockin^ band, 

Bound, sold, and scoui^ed ^ain I 

A Christian up for sale ! 
Wet with her blood your whips — o'ertait he* 

Make her life loathsome mth your wrong anil 
shame, 
Her patience shall not fail I 

A heathen hand might deal 
Back on your heads the gathered wrong of year*, 
But her low, broken prayer and nightly tears. 

Ye neither heed nor feel. 

Con well thy lesson o'er. 
Thou jH-urfen; teaeber — tell the toiling slave 
No dangerous tale of Him who ci 

The 01 



e outcast and the poor. 
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But wisely shut the ray 
Of God's free Gosjiel from her simple heart, 
And K) her darkened mind alone impart 

One atern command — Obey 1 

So shalt Ihou deftly raise 
The market price of human flesh ; and while 
On thee, their pampered guest, the planters smilt 

Thj'. church shall praise. 

Grave, reverend men shall tell 
Fram Northern pulpits how thy work was bleat^ 
While In that vile bouth Sodom, first and heal. 



Oh, shams I the Moslem thrall, 
Who, with his master, to the Prophet kneels, 
While turning to the sacred Kchla feels 

His fetters hreak and fall. 

Cheers for the tnrbaned Bey 
Of robber-peopled Tunis ! he hath torn 
The dark slave-dungeons open, and hath home 

Their inmates into day: 

But oar poor slave in vain 
Turns to the Christian shrine his aching eyes — ■ 
Its rites will only swell his market price- 

And rivet on his chain. 

God of all right I how long 
Shall priestly rohhers at thine altar stand. 
Lifting in prayer to Thee, the bloody hand 

And haughty brow of wrong I 

Oh, from the fields of cane, 
From the low rice-swamp, from the trader's cell — 
From the black slave-ship's foul and lo ' 

And cotfle's weary chMO,— 



143 VOICES or FRBEnox. 

Hoarse, horrible, and strong, 
Bisea to Heaven that agonizing cry. 
Filling the arehea of the hollow aky. 

How LONG, God, how loni 



STANZAS FOR THE TIMES. 

Ts thia the land our fathers loved, 

The freedom which they toiled to mn f 

Is thia the soil whereon they moved ? 
Are these the graves they slumber in ? 

Are we the sona bv whom are borne 

The mantlea which the dead have worn ? 

And ahall we crouch above theae praves, 
With craven aoul and fettered lip ? 

Yoke in with marked and branded slaTea, 
And tremble at the driver'a whip? 

Bend to the earth our pHant kneea, 

And speak— but as our masters please V 

Shall ontraged Nature ceaae to feel ? 

Shall Merey'a teara no longer flow ? 
Shall ruffian threats of cord and steel — 

The dungeon's gloom— the assassin's blow, 
Turn back the spirit roused to save 
The Truth, our Country, and the Slave? 

Of human skulls that shrine was made. 
Round which the priests of Mexico 

Before their loathaome idol prayed — 
Is Freedom'a altar fashioned so '' 

And must we yield to Freedom's God, 

Aa offering meet, the negro's blood 1 

Shall tongues be mute, when deeds are wroiurot 
TVTuch well might shame estremest hell f^ 



Shall freemen lock the indignant thought f 

Shall Pity's bosom cease to swell ? 
Shall Honor bleed?— Shall Truth succumb? 
Shall pen, and pi'ess, and soul be dumb ? 

No — by each spot of haunted ground, 

Where Freedom weeps her children's fall- 
By Plymouth's rock, and Banker's mound — 
Bv.Griawold's stoned and shattered wall — 
By Warren's ghost — by Langdon's shade — 
By all the memories of our dead I 

By their enlai^ng souls, which burst 
The bands and fetlers round them set — 

By the free Pilgrim spirit nursed 
Within our inmost bosonis, yet, — 

By all above — around — below — 

Be oura the indignant answer— NO 1 

No — guided by onr country's laws. 
For truth, and ri^t, and suffering man, 

Be ours to strive in Freedom's cause. 
As Christians inay — as freemen can I 

Still pouring on unwillino; eare 

That truth oppression only fears. 

What! shall we guard our neighbor still, 
While woman shrieks beneath his rod. 

And while he tramples down at will 
The im^ of a common God I 

Sh^ll walch and ward be round him set, 

Of Northern nerve and bayonet ? 

And shall we know and share with him 
TTie danger and the growing shame ? 

And see our Freedom's light grow dim. 
Which should have filled the worid with flame 1 

And, writhing, feel, where'er we turn, 

A world's reproach around us bum 'i 
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la't not enough that this ia borne 7 

And asks our haughty neighbor more ? 

Must flitters whith his slaves have worn, 
Clank round the Yankee farmer's door i 

Must he be told, beside his plough, 

What he must speak, and when, and how ? 

Must he be toltl his freedom stands 

On Slavery's dark foundations strong-^ 

On breaking hearts and fettered handa, 
On robbery, and crime, and wroin'? 

That aU his fathers taught is vain— 

That Freedom's emblem is the chain ? 

Its life— -its soul, from slaven' drawn ? 

False — foul — profane I Go — teach as well 
Of holy Truth from Falsehood bom I 

Of Heaven refreshed by airs from Hell 1 
Of Virtue in the arms of Vice I 
Of Demons planting Paradise 1 

Eail on, then, " brethren of the South " — 
Ye shall not hear the truth the less— 

Ko seal is on the Yankee's mouth, 
No fetter on the Yankee's press ! 

From our Green Mountains to the Sea, 

One voice shall thunder — we are free I 



LINES, 

WuTTEEd oa na^ug the Meflsuve of Ooreroor KiTHBB, orPemujI 
TOiim.l8S6. 

Thank God for the token ! — one lip is still free — 
One spirit untrammelled — unbending one knee 1 
Like tbe oak of the mountain, deep-rooted andfimii 
Erect, when the mnititude bends to the stotm; 



RITNBR. 14» 

When traitors to Freedom, and Honor, and God, 
Are bowed at an Ido! polluWd with blooil ; 
When the rei/riiant North has lbfi;otri!ii her truat^ 
And the. Up of her honor is low in ihe dust,— 
Thank God, that one arm from the shatkle has 

broken ! 
Tiiank God, that one man, as a freeman haa 

O'er thy crags, Alleghany, a blast has been blown I 
Down thy tide, Susquehanna, the murmur has gone 1 
To the land of the Soult — of the charter and 

Of Liberty sweetened with Slavery's pain ; 
Where the cant of Democracy dwells on the hps 
Of the forgers of fetter*, and wiclders of whips! 
Where " chivalric " honor means really no more 
Than scourjrine of women, and robbing the poor! 
Where the Moloch of Slavery sitteth on high. 
And the words which he titters are — Worship, ob 



Rijilht onward, oh, speed it ! .Wherever the blood 
Ol the wronged and the guiltless is crying to God; 
Wherever a slave in his fetters is pining; 
Wherever the lash of the driver is twinmg; 
Wherever from kindred, torn rudelv apart, 
Ci)mes the sorrowful wail of (he broken of heart ; 
Wlierever the shackles of tyranny bind. 
In silence and darkness, the (Jo<i-"iven mind ; 
ILs:e, God speed it onward !— its truth will b« 

felt^ 
The bonds shall be loosened — the iron shall melt 1 

And oh, will the land where the free eoui of Petrat 
Still lingers and breathes over mountain and glen — ■ 
Will the land where a Bknezet's spirit went forth 
To the peeled, and the meted, and outcast ot 
Earth— 
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Wliere the words of tie Charter of Liberty finit 
From the soul of the sage and the patriot burst — 
Wlii-J^j first lot the wronged and tie weali of theil 

The Christian an] statesman their efibrta com> 

Will that land of the free and the good wear a 

"Will the call to the rescue of Freedom be vain ? 

No, RiTNER I — her " Friends," at thy warning ahftll 

Erect for the truth, like their ancestral band ; 
Forgetting the feuds and the strife of past time, 
Coundng coldness imustjce, and silence a crime ; 
Turning back from the cavil of ci*cds, to unite 
Once ^ain for the poor in defence of the lUght; 
Breasting calmly, but firmly, the full tide of Wrong, 
Overwhrfmed, but not borne on its surges along; 
Unappalled by the danger, tL e shame and the pain, 
And counting each trial for IVuth aa their gun I 



Who, haters of fraud, give .o labor its due ; 
W'hose fathers, of old, sang in concert with thine, 
On the banks of Swetara, the songs of the Rhine — ■ 
The German-bom pilgrims, who first dared to brava 
The Bcom of the proud in the cause of the slave r— 
■Will the sons of stich men yield the lords of tlta 

South 
One brow for the brand — for the padlock one 

mouth ? 
Thcv cater to tyrants? — ThCT rivet the chain, 
Which their fatiiers smote ofl\ on the negro again 7 

No. never!—. 
When the roa 

Wherever the foot of the freeman hath pressed 
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From the Delaware's niarge to the Lake of tha 

Weat, 
On the South^oing breezes slial) deepen and grow 
1111 the land k sweeps over shall tremble below ! 
The vrace of a pbople — uprisen — awake — 
I'enu^lvania's watehword, ivith Freedom at stake, 
ThrilliQg up from each valley, flung down from 

each height, 
"Our CousTEV AND LiBEKTv!— God FOR TUR 

Right 1" 



THE PASTORAL LETTER. 

So, this is all — the utmost reauh 

Of priestlj- power the mind to fetter 1 
When laymen tlunk — when women preach— 

A war of words — a " Pastoral Letter I " 
Now, shame upon ye, parish Popes 1 

Was it thus with those, your predecessora, 
Who sealed with racks, and fire, and ropes 

Their loving kindness to transgressors ? 

A "Pastoral Letter," grave and dull — 

Alas ! iu hoof and horns and features, 
IIow different is your Brookfield bull, 

From him who bellows from St. Peter's ! 
Your pastoral rights and powers from harm. 

Think ye, can words alone preserve them ¥ 
Tour wiser fathers taught the arm 

And sword of temporal power to serve thcnk 



e wedded by your spiritual ft 
And on submissive shoulders sat 
Your Wilaonii and your Cotton Mathera. 
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No rile " itinerant " then could mar 
The beauty of your tranquil Zion, 

But at his peril of the scar 

Of hangfflan'a lihip and branding-iron. 

Then, wholesome laws relieved the church 

Of hereliu and misuhief-maker, 
And priest and bailiff joined in search, 

By turns, of Papist, witch, and Quaker 1 
The stocks were at each church's door, 

The gallows stood on Boston Common, 
A Papist's ears the piUory bore,— 

The gallowB-rope, a Quaker woman I 

Your fathers dealt not as ye deal 

■VVith " non-professing " fraulie teachers ; 
They bored the tongue with red-hot steel, 

And flayed the backs of " female preacheri," 
Old Newbury, had her fields a tongue, 

And Salem's streets could tell their story, 
Of faJntin" woman dragged alon^^, 

Gashed oy the whip, accursed and gory 1 

And will ye ask me, why this taunt 

Of memories sacred from the scorner ? 
And why with reckless hand I plant 

A nettle on the graves ye honor ? 
Not to reproach New England's dead 

This record from the past I summon, 
Of manhood (o the scalTold led, 

And suffering and heroic woman. 

No — for yourselves alone, I turn 

The pa"es of intolerance over, 
That, iu their spirit, dark and slem, 

Te haply may your own dist'over 1 
For, if ye clwm the " pastoral right " 

To alence Freedom's voice of warning, 
And from your precincts shut the light 

Of Freedom's day around ye dawning j 
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If when an earthquake voice of power. 

And si<;n3 io earth and heaven are showing 
That, forth, in its appointed hour. 

The Spirit of the TjOrd is going! 
And, with that Spirit, Freedom's I ieht 

On kindred, tongue, and peonle breaking. 
Whose slumbering millions, at the sight, 

In glory and in strength are waking ! 

When for the sighing of the poor. 

And for the needy, God hath risen. 
And chains are breakin", and a door 

Is opening for the souls in prison I 
If then j'e would, with puny hands. 

Arrest the very work of Heaven, 
And bind anew the evil bands 

Which God's right arm of power hath riven— 

What marvel that, in many a mind, 

Those darker dee<is of bigot madneas 
Are closely with your own combined. 

Yet " less in anger than in sadness ? " 
What marve!, if the people learn 

To claim the right of tree opinion 7 
What marvel, if at times they spurn 

The ancient yoke of your dominion ? 

A glorious remnant linger yet. 

Whose lips are wet at Freedom's fountaiw, 
The coming of wh<»e welcome feet 

Is beautiful npon our mountains ! 
Men, who the gospel tidings bring 

Of Liberty and Love for ever, 
Whose joy is an abiding spring. 

Whose peace is as a gentle river ! 

But ye, who scorn the thrilling tale 
Of Carolina's high-souled daughters. 

Which echoes here the mournful wail 
Of sorrow from Bdisto's waters, 



Close while j-o may the public ear — 

With malioe vex, with slander wound thei&— 

The pure and good shall throng to hear, 
And tried and manly hearts surround them. 

Oh, ever may the power which led 

Their way to such a fiery trial, 
And strengthened womanhood to tread 

The mne-press of such seif-denial, 
Be round them in an evil land, 

With wisdom and with strength from Ileaven 
With Miriam's voice, and Judith's hand, 

And Deborah's song for triumph given 1 

And what are ye who strive with God, 

Against the ark of his salvation. 
Moved by the breath of prayer abroad, 

With blessings for a dying nation ? 
What, but the stubble and the hay 

To perish, even as flax consuming. 
With all that bars bis glorious way. 

Before the brightness of his coming' 

And thou sad Angel, who so long 

Hast waited for the glorious token. 
That Earth from all her bonds of wrong 

To liberU' and liffbt has broken — 
Angel of Freedom! soon \o thee 

"ITie sounding trumpet shall be given. 
And over Earth's foil jubilee 

Shall deeper joy be felt in Heaven I 
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O Thou, whose presence weat before 
Our fathers in their weary way, 

As with thy chosen moved of yore 
The fire by night— the tloud by day I 

When from each temple of the free, 
A nation's song ascends to Heaven, 

Most Holy Father I unto thee 

May not our humble prayer be given ? 

Thy children all — though hue and form 
Are varied in thine own good will — 

With thy own holj" breathings warm, 
And fashioned m thine image still. 

We thank tbee, Father !— hill and plain 
Around us wave their fruits once more, 

And clustered vine, and blossomed grain, 
Are bending round each cottage door. 

And peace is here ; and hope and love 
Are round us as a mantle thrown. 

And unto Thee, supreme above. 
The knee of prayer is bowed alone. 

But oh, for those this day can bring. 

As unto us, no jojiijl thrill — 
For those who, under Freedom's "ing, 

Are bound in Slavery's fetters atill : 

For those to whom thy living word 
Of light and love is never given — 

For those whose ears have never heard 
The promise and the hope of Ileaven 1 



■2 TOICIS OF FBEEDOM. 

For broken heart, and clouded mind, 
Whereon no human meivics faU— 

Oh, be thy gnu'ious love inclined, 
Who, as a Father, pitiest all ! 

And grant, Father ! that the time 
Of Earth's deliverance may be near, 

When every land, and tongue, and elime, 
The message of thy love shall hear — 

When, smitten as with fire from heaven. 
The captive's chain shall sink in dust, 

And to his fettered soul be pven 
The glorious freedom of the just I 
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HOLY Father I — just and true 

Are all thy works and words and ways, 
And unto Thee alone are due 

Thanksgiving and eternal praise,! 
As children of thy gracious tare, 

We veil the eye— we bend the knee. 
With broken words of praise and prayer, 

Father and God, we conie lo thee. 

For thou hast heard, O God of Highly 

The sighinw of the island slave ; 
And Btretchud for him the arm of might, 

Not shortened tliat it could not save. 
The laborer sits beneath his vine, 

The shackled soul and hand are free- 
Thanksgiving I— for the work is thine ! 

Prwse I— for the blessmg is of Thee 1 
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And oh, we feel fLy presence here— 

Thj awful arm in judgment bare I 
Thine eye hath Been the bondman's tear — 

I'hine ear hath heard the bondaian'e prayer 
Praise 1 — for tlie pride of man is low. 

The counsels of the wise are nought, 
The fountains of repentance (low ; 

What hath our God in mercy wrought I 

Speed on thy work, Lord God of Hosts ! 

And when the boudman's chain is riven. 
And swells from all our guilty coasts 

The anthem of the free to Heaven, 
Oh, not to those whom Thou hast led, 

As with thy cloud and fire before, 
But unto Thee, in fear and dread, 

Be praise and glory ever more. 



V brief years have passed away 
:;e Britain drove her million slaves 
h the tropic's fiery ray: 
God willed their freedom; and !o-day 
Life blooms above those island graves 1 

He spoke I across the Carib sea, 

We heard the clash of breaking chains, 

And felt the heart-throb of the free. 

The first, strong pulse of liberty 

Which thrilledT along the bondman's veina. 

Though long delajfed, and far, and slow, 
The Briton's triumph shall be ours • 
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1 voices OF FKEEDOM. 

Wears slavery here a prouder brow 
Than fliat which twelve short yeara ago 
Scowled dai'kiy from her island bowers? 

Migiitj- alike for good or ill 

With mother-land, we fully share 

The Saxon strength — tho nerve of steel — 

The tireless energy of will, — 

The power to do, the pride to dare. 

What she has done can we not do ? 

Our hour and men are both at hand ; 
The blast which Freedom's angel blew 
O'er her green islands, echoes through 

Each valley of our forest land. 

Hear it, old Europe ! we have sworn 

The dealt of iskveiy.— When it falls 
Look to your vassals in their turn, 
Tour poor dumb millions, crushed and voni, 
Your prisons and your palace walls I 

Oh kingly mockers ! — scoffing show 

What deeds in Freedom's name we do ; 

Yet know that every taunt ye throw 

Across the waters, goads our slow 

Progression towards the right and true. 

Not always shall your outraged poor, 

Appalled by democratic crime. 
Grind as their fathers ground before,-— 
The hour which sees our prison door 

Swing wide shall be tlieir triumph time. 

On then, my brothers 1 every blow 
Ye deal is felt the wide earth through ; 

Whatever here uplifts the low 

Or humbles Freedom's hateful foe. 
Blesses Che Old World through the New. 

Cahw1> 



TjJte beai 1 1 Tlie promised hour draws neai 

1 hear the downward beat of winga. 
And Freedom's trumpBt sounding clear: 
" Joy to the people ! — woe aud tear 

To new world tyrants, old world kingal* 



THE FAREWELL 



Gone, gone — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
Where the alave-whip ceaseless swings, 
Where the noisome insect stings. 
Where the fever demon strews 
Poison with the falling dews. 
Where the sickly sunbeams glare 
Through the hot and misty air, — 
Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
From Virginia's hills and waters, — 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters I 

Gone, gone— «old and "One, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
There no mother's eye is near them, 
There no mother's ear can hear them; 
Never, when the torturing lasb 
Seams their back with many a gash, 
Shall a mother's kindness bless thein, 
Or a mother's arms caress them. 
Gone, gone — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 
From Virginia's hills and waters — 
Woe is. me, my stolen daughters! 
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'8 VOICES OF FREEDOM. 

Gone, gone— soltl- and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
Oh, when weary, sad, and slow. 
From the fields at night they go, 
Faint with toil, and racked wfth pain. 
To their cheerless homes again — 
There no brother's voice shall greet them— 
There no father's wekome meet them. 
Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rite-awamp dank and lone, 
From Viipnia'a hills and waters — 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters ! 

Gone, gone — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
From the tree whose shadow lay 
On their childhood's plai;e of play — 
From lie cool spring where they drank — 
Rock, and hill, and rivulet bank — 
From the solemn house of prayer. 
And the holy counsels (here — 
Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 
From_ Virginia's hills and waters, — 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters I 

Gone, gone — sold and gone. 

To the rice-swamp dank and lone — ■ 

Toiling through the weary day, 

And at ni"ht the spoiler's prey. 

Oh, that they bad earlier died, 

Sleeping calmly, dde by side, 

Where the tyrant's power is o'er, 

ind the fetter galls no more I 
Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
From Virginia's hills and waters,— 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters I 

c;o„sie 



THE MORAL 

Gone, gone — sold and gone, 
To the riee-swajnp dank and lone. 
By the holy love He bcareth — 
By the bruised reed He spareth — 
Oh, may He, to whom alone 
All tbeir cruel wrongs are known, 
Still their hope and refujre prove. 
With a more than a motherB love. 
Gone, gone — sold and gone, 
To the riee-swamp dank and lono, 
From Virginia's hills and waters, — 
Woe is me, my stolen daughlera I 



THE MORAL WARFAEE. 

WiiEK Freedom, on her natal day. 
Within her war-rotkcd cradle lay, 
AD'iron race around her stood. 
Baptized her infant brow in blood; 
And, through the storm which round her ai 
Their constant ward and watching kept 

Then, where our quiet herds repose, 
The roar of baleful battle rose, 
And brethren of a conunon tongue 
To mortal strife as tigers sprung, 
A nd every gift on Freedom's shrine 
Wa£ man for beast, and blood lor wine I 

Our fathers to their graves have sone ; 
Their strife is past — their triumph won ; 
But sterner trials wait the race 
Which rises in their honored plac»— 
A moral warfare with the crime 
And folly of an evil time. 



,.C,(,„glc 



So let it be. In God's own might 

We gird us for the ooming fight, 

And, Strang in Him whose cauae is ours 

In conflict with unholy powers, 

We grasp the weapons He has given, — 

The Light, and Truth, and Love of Heaven ' 



THE WORLD'S CONVENTION 



Yes, let ihem gather I — Summon forth 
The pledged philanthropy of Earth, 
From eyery land, whose hills have heard 

The bugle blast of Freedom waking ;. 
Or shrieking of her symbol-bird 

From out his cloudy eyrie breaking; 
Where Justice hath one worshipper. 
Or truth one altar built to her ; 
Where'er a human eye is weeping 

O'er wrongs which Earth's sad children know— 
Where'er a single heart is keeping 

Its prayerful watch with humaii woe : 
Thence let them come, and greet each other, 
And know in each, a friend and brother I 

Tes, let them come 1 fi'om each <;reen vale 

Where England's old baronial halla 

Still bear upon their storied walls 
The grim crusader's rested mail, 
Battci'ed by Paynim spear and brand 
On Malta's rock or Syria's sand ! 
And mouldering pennon-staves once set 

Within the soil of Palestine, 
By Jordan and Genessaret ; 

Or, borne with England's battle line, 
O'er Acre's shattered turrels stooping. 
Or, 'midst the camp their banners droojung, 
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THE world's couvbmtion. 

With dews from hallowed Hermon wet, 
A holier si" 



Than that "ray hermit's voice of old, 
Which unto all lie winds of heaven 

The banners of the Cross unrolled I 
Not for the long deserted shrine, — 

Not for the dull unconscious sod, 
Which tells not by oae lingering Kgn 

That there the hope of farael trod; — 
But for (hat TRUTH, for which alone 

In pilgrim eyes are sanctified 
The gai3t 



Whereon his holy sandals pressed — 
The fountain whieh bis lip hath blessed— 
Whate'er hath touched his garmeotfs hem 
At Bethany or Bethlehem, 

Or Jordan's river side. 
For Fbeedom, in the name of Him 

Who came to raise Earth's di'ooping poor, 
To break the chajn from every lunb — 
The bolt from every prison door! 
For these, o'er all the earth hath passed 
An ever-deepening trumpet blast, 
As if an angel's breath had lent 
Its vigor to the instrument. 

And Wales, from Soowden's mountain wall, 
Shall starde at that thrilling call. 

As if she heard her barda again : 
And Erin's " harp on Tara's wall " 

Give out its ancient strain. 
Mirthful and sweet, yet sad withal — 

The melody which Erin loves, 
When o'er that harp, mid bursts of gladnea 
And alc^:!an cries and lyke-wate sarfness, 

The hand of her O'Connell moves I 
Scotland, from lake and tarn and rill. 
And mountain hold, and heathery hill. 

Shall catch and echo back the note, 
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As if she heard upon her air 

Oace more her Camoronian's prayer 

And sorg of Freedom Iloat 
And cbeenng echoes shall reply 
From eaeh remote depeodBiicy, 
Where Britain's mighty sway ia known, 
In tropie aea or frozen zone ; 
Where'er her sunset flag is furling, 
Or morning gun-fire's smote is curling; 
From Indian Bengal's grores of palm 
And rosy fields and gafes of balm, 
Wiere Eastern pomp and power are rolled 
Through regal Ava's gates of gold ; 
And from the lakes and ancient woods 
And dim Canadian solitudes, 
Whence, sternly from her rocky throne. 
Queen of the North, Quebec looks down 5 
And from those bright and ransomed Isles 
Where all unwonted Freedom smiles, 
And the dark laborer still retains 
The scar of slavery's broken chains I 

From the hoar Alps, which sentinel 
Tutf gateways of the land of Tell, 
Where morning's keen and earliest glance 

On Jura's rocky wall is thrown. 
And from the olive bowers of France 

And vine groves garlanding the Rhone,— 
" Friends of the Bla^iks," as true and tried 
As (hose who stood by Oge's side, 
An<l heard the Haytien's tale of wronir, 
Shall gather at that summons stronn— " 
Bn^lie, Passy, and him whose song 
Breathed over Syria's holy sod. 
And in the paths which Jesus trod. 
And mnrmured midst the hills wfaieh liem 
Crowuless and sad Jerusalem, 
Hath echoes wheresoe'er the tone 
Of Israel's prophet-lyre is known. 
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THE WOKIJ>'a COHVaiJTION. 

Still let them come — from Quito's walla, 

And from the Oronoeo's tide, 
From Lima's Inua-haunted lialla, 
From Santa Fe and Yucatan, — 

Men who hy swart Guerrero's side 
Proclaimed the deathless rights of mak, 

Broke every bond and fetter off. 

And hailed in every sable serf 
A free and brother Mexican I 
Chiefs who across the Andes' chain 

Have followed Freedom's flowing pennon, 
And seen on Junin's fearful plain, 
Glare o'er lie broken ranka of Spain, 

The firft-burst of Bohvar's cannon I 
And Haytj, from her mount^n land, 

Sball send the sons of Ihoae who hurled 
Defiance from her blazing strand — 
The war-gage from her Petion's hand. 

Alone against a hostile world. 

Nor all unmindful, thou, the while, 
Land of the dark and mystic Nile .' 

Thy Moslem mercy yet may shame 

All tyrants of a Christian name- 
When m the shade of Cezeh'a pile, 
Or, where from Abyssinian hills 
El Gerek's upper fountain fills. 
Or where from mountains of the Moon 
El Abiad bears his watery boon, 
WTiere'er thy lotus blossoms swim 

Within their ancient hallowed waters— 
Where'er is heard the Coptic hymn, 

Or song of Nubia's sable daughters, — 
The curse of stAVERV and the crime. 
Thy bequest from remotest time. 
At thy dark Mehemet's decree 
For eveiTOore shall pass from thee ; 

And chains forsake each captive's limb 
Of all those tribes, whose liilln around 
VOJ- t 11 
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And thou whose glory and whose crime 
To earth's remotest bound and cliino. 
In mingled tones of ane and scorn, 
The echoes of a world have borne, 
My country ! glorious at thy birth, 
A day-star flaSiing brightly forth — 

The herald-sign of Freedom's dawn I 
Oh ! ■who could dream that saw thee then, 

And watched thy rising from afar, 
That vapors &om oppression's fen 

Would cloud the upward tending star? 
Or, that earth's tyrant powers, which heard, 

Awe-stmot, the shout which hailed thy dawniug, 
Would rise so soon, prince, peer, and king, 
To mock thee with their welcoming, 
Like Hades when her thrones were stirred 

To greet the down-caat Star of Morning ! 
"Aha r and art thou fallen thus ? 
Art THOU become as one of in ? " 

Land of my fathers 1 — there will stand. 
Amidst that world-assembled band, 
Those owning tliy maternal claim 
Unweakened by thy crime and shame, — 
The aad reprovers of thy wrong — 
The children thou hast spurned so long. 
Still wili affection's fondest yearning 
To their unnatural mother turning. 
No traitors they ! — but tried aud leal. 
Whose own is but thy general weal. 
Still blending with the patriot's zeal 
The Christian's love for human kind, 
To caste and climate uncouSued. 
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Por ven^aoce on an erring brother; 
But in their stead the God-like plan 
To teach the brotherhood of man 

To love and reverenee one another, 
Aa sharers of a common blood — 
JTie children of a eommon God I— 
yet, even at its lightest word, 
Shall Slavery's darkest depths be stirred 1 
Spain watching from her Moro's keep 
Her slave-ships traversing the Jeep, 
And Itio, in her strength and pride, 
Lifti])g, along her mountain side, 
Her snowy battlements and towers — 
Her lemon groves and tropic bowers. 
With bitter bat« and sullen fear 
Its freedom-giving voice shall hear ; 
And where aiy country's flag ia flowing. 
On breezes from Mount Vernon blowing 

Above the Nation's counci! halls. 
Where Freedom's prmse is loud and long, 

While, dose beneath the outward walU 
The driver plies his reeking (hong— 

The hammer of the man- thief fills, 
O'er hypoeritJe cheek and brow 
The crimson flush of shame shall glow : 
And all who for their natire land 
Are pledging life and heart and hand — 
Worn watchers o'er her chanmn" weal, 
Who for her tarnished honor feel-— 
Through cottago-door and council-hall 
Shall thunder an awakening call. 
The pen along its page shall bum 
With all intolei-able scorn — 
An eloquent rebuke shall go 
On all the winds that SouQiward blow 
Fromjjriestly hps, now sealed and dumb, 
Wammg and dread appeal shall eome, 
Like those which Israel heard from him. 
The Prophet of the Cherubim— 



,C(,„glc 



1S4 VOICES OF 

Or thode which sad Eaaiaa hurled 
An-ainst a sin-acoursed world i 
Its wizard-leaves the Press shall flinn 
Unceaang from its iron wing, 
Willi characters inaoribed thereon, 

As fearful in the despot's hall 
As to the pomp of Babylon 

The flre-sign on tlie palai^e wall I 
And, from her dark iniiiuities, 
Methinka I see my country riie : 
Not ehailenoing the nations round 

To note her tardy juatiue done — 
Her captives from their chains unbound, 

Her prisons opening to the sun ; — 
But tearfully her arms extending 
Over the poor and unoffending; 

Her re"al emblem now no longer 
A bird ofprey, with talons reeking, 
Above the dying captive shrieking, 
But, spreading out her ample mag — 
A broad, impartial covering — 

The weaker sheltered by the stronger t- 
Oh! then to Faith's anointed eyes 

The promised token shall be given; 
And on a nation's sacrifice. 

Atoning for the sin of years. 
And wet with penitential tears — 
The fire shall fall from Heaven 1 

183S. 



NEW HAMPSHIRE. 

1845. 

God bless New Hampshire !— from her granite 

Once more the voice of Stark and Langdoo speaks. 



The long bonnd vaissal of the exulting South 

For veiT aharae her self-foi^d chfun has trokeu— 
Tom the black seal of slayery from her mouth, 

A nd in the clear tones ol' her old time spoken I 
Oh, all undreamed of, all unhoped for changes t— 

'ITie tjrant's ally proves his sternest foe ; 
To all h]a biddings, from her mountain ranffes. 

New Hampshire thunders an indignant No I 
H bo is it now despairs ? Oh, faint of heart, 

Look upward to those Northern mountains cold, 

Flouted by Freedom's viotor-flag unrolled, 
Anil gather strength to bear a manlier part I 
All is not lost. Tlie angel of Gocl's blessing 

Encamps with Freedom on the field of fight; 
Still to her banner, day by day, are pressing, 

llnlooked for allies, striking for the rightf 
Coiirage, then, Northern hearts ! — Be firm, be true ; 
What one brave Ktatc bath done, can ye Tiot also 



THE NEW TEAR : 



Tint wave is breaking on the shore — 
The echo fading from the chime — 

Again the shadow moveth o'er 
The dial-plate of time 1 

Oh, seer-seen Angel I waiting now 
With weary feet on sea and shore, 

Impatient for tlie last dread vow 
That time shall be no more I 

Onee more across thy sleepless eye 
The semblance of a smile has passed: 

l-be year departing leaves more nigh 
Time's fearfullest and last. 
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Oh I in that dying year hath been 



Spring, with her change of sun and shower, 
And streams released from winter'a ch^n, 

And bursting bud, and opening flower, 
And greenly growing graiu ; 

And Suinmer'a shade, and sun shine warm, 
And rainbows o'er her hill-tops bowed, 

And voices in ber rising storm — 
God speaking from his cloud ! — 

And Autumn's fruits and clustering sbeavou. 
And soft, warm daya of golden l^ht. 

The glory of her forest leat-ea. 
And harveat-moon at night ; 

And winter with her leafless "rove. 

And orisoned stream, and drifUng snow. 

The brilHanee of her heaven above 
And of her earth below : — 

And man^n whom an angel'a mind 
With earth's low instincts finds abode — 

The highest of the links which hind 
Brute nature to her God; 

His infant eye hath seen the ll^ht, 

His ehihlhood's merriest laughter rung. 

And active sports to manlier might 
The nerves of boyhood strung 1 

And quiet love, and passion's fii-es, 

Have soolhed or burned in manhood's breast, 
And lofty aims and low desires 

By turns disturbed his rest 



THH NEW TKAR. 

The wwllng of the newly-born 

Has mingled with the fineral knell ; 

And o'er the dying's ear has gone 
The merrj' marriage-belL 

And Wealth has filled his halls with nurtb, 
While Want, in maJiy a bumble shed, 

Tcaled, shivering by her cheerless hearth, 
The Uve-long night for bread. 

And worse than all— the human slave-^ 
Tlie sport of lust, and pride, and scorn ! 

Plucked off the crown his Maker gave — 
His regal manhood gone I 

Oh I atill my country ! o'er thy plains, 
Blackened with slavery's blight and ban. 

That human chattel drags his ^cuns — 
An uncreated man I 

And still, where'er to sun and breeze, 
My country, is thy flag unrolled. 

With scorn, the gazing stranger sees 
A atain on every IbTd. 

Oh, tear the gorgeous emblem down 
It gathers scorn from every eye, 

And despots smile, and good men lk>WD, 
'Whene'er it passes by. 

Shame I shame ! its starry splendors glow 
Above the slaver's loathsome jail — 

Itfl folds are ruffling even now 
His crimson flag of sale. 

Slill round our country's proudest hall 
The trade in human flesh is driven, 

And at each careless hammer-fall 
A human heart is riven. 
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And this, too, sandicmed bv the men. 
Vested with power to shield the ngl^ 

And throw each vile and robber den 
Wide open to the light 

Yet shame upon them I — there they at, 
Men of the North, subdued and still ; 

Meek, pliant poltroons, only fit 
To work a master's will. 

Sold — bargained off for Southern votes — 
A passive herd of Northern mules, 

Juet braying through their purchased throati 
Whate'er their owner rules. 

And he "—the basest of the base — 
The vilest of the vile — whose name, 

Embalmed in infinite di^ace, 
la deathless in its shame I — 






e clamoring there, — 
An ass — to trample on their floor 
A people's right of prayer 1 

Nailed to his self-made gibbet fast, 
Self-pilloried to the public view — 

A mark for every passmg blast 
Of scorn to whistle through ; 

There let him hang, and bear the boast 
Of Southrons o'er iLeir pliant tool — ■ 

A St. Stylitea on his post, 
" Sacred to ridicule I " 

Look we at home ! — our noble hall, 
To Freedom's holy purpose given, 

Now rears its black and ruined wall. 
Beneath the wintry heaven — 
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THE NEW YEAH. 



Telling the fltory of its doom — 

The fiendish mob — ihe proBtrato law— 
The fiery jet through midnight'a gloom, 



Look to oar State— Ihe poor man's right 
Tom from him : — and the sons of Iflosa 

T^Tiose blood in Freedom's sternest fight 
Sprinkled the Jersey snows, 

Ontlawed within the land of Penn, 
That Slavery's guilty fears might cease, 

And those whom God created men, 
Toil on as brutes in peace. 

Tet o'er the blackness of the storm, 
A bow of promise bends on hi^h. 

And gleams of sunshine, soft and warm, 
Break through our clouded akj. 

East, West, and North, the shout is heard, 
Of freemen rising for the right ; 

Each valley hath its rallying word — 
Each hiH its signal light. 

O'er Massachusetts' rocks of jjrey, 

The strenrthening light of freedom shineaj 

Ehode Island's Narragansett Bay— 
And Vermont's snow-hung pines ! 

From Hudson's frowning palisades 

To Alleghany's laurelled crest, 
O'er lakes and prairies, streams and glades, 

It shines upon the West. 

Speed on the light to those who dwell 
In Slaverya land of woe and sin, 

And (irougt the blackness of that hell, 
Let Heaven's own light break in. 
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So shall the Soolhern conscience quake, 
Before that light poured full and strong, 

So shall the Southeru heart awake 
To all the bondman's wrong. 

And from that rich and sunny land 
The song of grateful millions rise, 

like that of Israel's ransomed band 
Beneath Arabia's skies : 

And all who now are bound beneath 
Our banner's shade — our eagle's wing. 

From Slavery's night of moral death 
To light and life shall epring. 

Broken the bondman's ch^n — and gone 
The master's guilt, and hate, and fear, 

And unto both aJifce shall dawn, 
A New and Happy Year, 



MASSACHUSETTS TO VHIGINIA. 

[Wbitten on reading an account of tbc proMedinga of theoltl- 
to that of tho cegio aoHEESBT in Englnoi, In 



orobabl 
1773.] 

The blast from Freedom's Northern hills, upon its 

Southern way, 
Bears greeting to Virginia from Massachusetts 

No word of haughty challen^ng, nor battle bugle'a 

Nor steady tread of marching files, nor clang of 
hoi-semen's steel. 



No trains of deep-mouthed cannon along our lugh- 

waj-3 go — 
Around our silent arsenab untrodden lies tlio 

And to the land breeze of our ports, upon their 

errands far, 
A thousand sails of commerce swell, but none are 

spread for war. 

We hear thy threats, Virginia ! thy stormy words 

and high. 
Swell harshly on the Southern winds which melt 

along our sky ; 
Yet, not one brown, hard hand forgoes its honest 

labor here-— 
No hewer of our mountain oaks suapends his axe 

Wild arc the waves which lash the reefe along St. 

Geoi^e's bank — 
Cold on the shore of Labrador the fog lies white 

hud dank ; 
Through storm, and wave, and blinding mist, stoat 

are the hearts which man 
The fishing-smacks of Marblehead, the sea-boata of 

Cape Ann. 

The cold north light and wintry sun glare on theii" 

icy forms, 
Bent grimly o'er their straining lines or wrestling 

with the storms ; 
Free as the winds they drive before, rough as the 

waves they roam, 
They laugh to scorn the slaver's threat against their 

rocky home. 

What means the Old Dominion ? Hath she forgot 

the day 
When o'er her conquered valleys swept the Briton'i 

steel array '/ , , 
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How side by side, with sons of hera, the Maasaclin- 



Forgets she how the Bay State, In answer to the 

call 
Of her old House of Burcesses, spoke out fiom 

Faneiiil Hall ? 
WImh, echoing bat'i her Henry'a cry, came pulsing 

on each breath 
Of Northern winds, the thrilling sonnds of 

"Liberty or Death I" 

What asks the Old Dominion ? If now her soiu 

have proved 
Falae to their fathers' memory — false to the faith 

they loved, 
If she can scoff at Freedom, and its great charter 

Must we of Maasachusetta from truth and duty 

We hunt your bondmen, flying from Slavery's hate- 
ful heU— 

Our voices, at your bidding, take up the blood- 
hound's yell — 

We gather, at your summons, above our fathere* 
graves. 

From Freedom's holy altar-homa to tear your 
wretched slaves I 

Thank God I not yet so vilely can Maasachusetta 

The spirit of her early time is with her even now j 
Dream not because her Pilgrim blood moves alow, 

and calm, and cool, 
She thua can stoop her chainlcaa neck, a sister*! 

slave and tool I 
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AU that a sister Stat© should do, all (hat a fret 

State inay, 
Heart, liaod, aad purse wo proffer, as in our earlr 

But that one dark loathsome burden ye nnurt 

stagger with alone. 
And reap the bitter harvest which ye j^urselvea 

have sown 1 

Hold, while j-e may, your Btmggling slaves, and 
burden Giod's free air ' 

With woman's shriek beneath tie lash, and man- 
hood's wild despair ; 

Cling closer to the "deaving curse" that writes 
upon your plains 

The blasting of Almighty wrath against a land of 
chains. 

Sdll shame your gallant ancestry, the cavaliers of 

old. 
By watohing round the shambles where human 

flesh IS sold — 
Gloat o'er the new-boni child, and count his market 

value, when 
The maddened mother's cry of woe shall pierce the 

slaver's den I 

Lower than plummet sonndeth, aink the Virginian 

Plant, if ye will, your fathers' graves with rankest 

weeds of shame ; 
Be, if ye will, the scandal of God's fair universe— 
We wash our hands forever, of your an, aad 

shame, and curse. 

A voice from lips whereon the coal from Freedom's 

shrine hath been, 
ThrJled, as but yesterday, the hearts of BerksMro'B 
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The echoes of that solemn coice are sadly lingering 

In all our sunny valleys, on every wind-swept hill. 

And when the prowling man-thief came hunting 

for hia prey 
Beneath the very ahadow of Bunker's shaft of 

How, torou^h the free lips of the son, the father*! 

warning spoke: 
How, from ita bonds of trade and sect, the Klgriia 
eily broie I 

A hundred thousand right anna were lifted up on 

high, — 
A hundred thousand voices seat back their loud 

reply; 
Through the thronged towns of Essex the startling 



And up from hencH and loom and wheel her young 
mechanics sprang 1 

The voice of free, broad Middlesex — of thousands 

as of one— 
The shaft of Bunker caiUng to that of Lexing- 

From Norfolk's ancient villages; from Plymouth's 

rocky bound 
To where Nantucket feels the arms of ocean cltue 

her round ; — 

From rich and rural Worcester, where through Ihe 

Of cultured vales and tringing woods the gentlo 

Nashua flows, 
To where Wachuset's wintry blasts the mountjun 

larches stjr. 
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And sandy Barnstable rose up, wet with Ihe sail 

And Bristol sent her answerina ahout down Narra- 

"an«ett Bay ! 
Along the broad Connei;tiout old Hampden felt the 

thrill, 
And the cheer of Hampshire's woodmen swept 

down from Holyoke Hill, 

The Foice of Massachusetts ! Of her free eona and 

daughters — 
Deep calling unto deep aloud— the sound of many 

Agmnst the burden of that Toice what tyrant power 

shall sUnd? 
No fellers in the Bay Slate I No slave upon her 

Look to it well, Virginians 1 In calmness we have 
In answer to our faith and trust, your insult and 

You've spurned our kindest counsels — you've 

hunted for our lives — 
And shaken round our hearths and homes your 

manacles and gyves I 

We wage no war — we lift no arm— me flin" ao 

toroh within 
The fire-damps of the quaking mine beneath your 

We leave ye with your bondmen, to wrestle, while 

With the strong upward tendencies and God-like 
soul of man I 

But for UH and for our children, the tow wMeh we 

have given 
For freedom and humanity, is registered in Heaven ; 
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iWb ttave-hunt in ow borders — no pirale n 



Token of friendship true and tried, 
From one wliose Sory heart of youth 

With mine has beaten, side hy side, 
For Liberty and Truth; 

With honest pride the gift I take, 

And prize it for the giver's sake. 

But not alone because it telle 

Of generous hand and heart sincere ; 

Around that gift of friendship dwells 
A memory doubly dear — 

Earth's noblest aim — man's holiest thought, 

With that memorial frail inwrought! 

Pure thoughts and sweet, like flowers unMd, 
And precious memories round it uling, 

Even as the Prophet's rod of old 
In beauty blossoming : 

And buds of feehng pure and good 

Spring from its cold unconscious wood. 



Belie of Freedom's shrine I — a brand 
Plucked from its burning ! — let it be 

Dear as a jewel fiT>m the hand 
Of a lost friend to me 1 — 

Flower of a perished garland left, 

Of life aud beautv unbereft ! 
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Oh I if the young enthusiast bears, 
O'er weary waste and sea. the stone 

Wliiuh crumbled t'roiii the Forum's stairs, 
Or round the Partlienon ; 

Or olive bough from some wild tree 

Hung over old Thermopylae : 

If leaflets from some hero's tomb, 

Or moss-wreath torn from ruins hoary, — 

Or faded flowers whose sisters bloom 
On fields renowned in story, — 

Or fragment from the Alharabra's crest, 

Or the gray rook by Druids blessed ; 

Sad Erin's shamrock greenly growing 
Where FretMlom led her stalwart Item, 

Or Scotia's " rough bur thistle " blowing 
On Bruee's Bannockbum — 

Or Runnymede's wild English rose, 

Or tjuben plucked from Sempach's snows I— 

If it be true that things like these 

To heart and eye bright visions bring, 

ShaU not far holier memories . 
To this memorial ehng ? 

Wliich needs no mellowing nuBt of time 

To hide the crimson st^ns of crime 1 

Wre«k of a temple, unprofaned— 

Of courts where Peaoe with Freedom trod, 

Lifting on high, with hands unstained. 
Thanksgiving unto God; 

Where Mercy's voice of love was pleading 

Tor human hearts in bondage bleeding 1 — 

Where midst the sound of rushing feet 

And curses on the night air flung, 
That pleading voice rose calm and sweet 
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And Riot turned his scowling glance, 
Awed, from ber traQC[uiI countenance 1 

That temple now in ruin lies !— 
The fire-stain on its shattered wall, 

And open to the changing skies 
Its black and rootless ball. 

It stands before a nation's sight, 

A grayestone oyer buried Eight 1 



crying. 
And from their ashes white and cold 

Its timbers are replying! 
A voice which slavery cannot kill 
Speaks from the crumbling arches still I 

And even this relic from thy shrine, 
Oh, holy Freedom !- — hath to me 

A potent power, a voice and sign 
To testify of thee; 

And, grasping it, melhinks I feel 

A deeper faiSi, a stronger zeal. 

And not unlike that mystic rod, 

Of old stretched o'er the Egyptian wave, 
Which opened, in the strength of God, 

A pathway for the slave. 
It yet may point the bondman's way. 
And turn tEie spoiler from his prey. 
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THE BRANDED HAND. 



home agEun, brave seaman I with thy 

,U4.fi,l U ] _._ * 

^ . . .._ earlier, better 

Witli that front of calm endurance, on whose steady 

Pleased the iron of the prison, smote tie fiery shafts 
of pain I 

Is the tyrant's brand upon thee ? Did the bratal 

To make God's truth thy falsehood, hia holiest 

work thy shame '? 
When, all blood-quenched, from the torture the 

iron was withdrawn. 
How langhed their evil angel the baffled fools to 



They change to wrong, the duty which God hath 

On the great heart of humanity tco leirible' for 

doubt I 
3?.ey, the loathsome moral lepers, blotched from 

footsole up to crown, 
Give to shame what God hath given unto honor 

Why, that brand ia highest honor I— than its tracea 

Dpon old armorial hatchmenta was a prouder 

blazon set ; 
And tby unborn generations, as they tread our 

rocky strand, 
Shall tell with pride the story of their father's 

BBAKDED HA»D 1 
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iger b^ tfie feet of angels trod, 
Sheclunah, the present home (rf 
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As the Templar borne was welcome, bearing back 

from Syrian wara 
The scars of Arab lauees, and of Paynim Bcima- 

Ihe pallor of the prison and the shackle's crimsoo 

So we meet thee, so we greet thee, truest friend af 
God and man 1 

He suffered for the ransom of the dear Kedeemer"B 

ThoD for his living presence in the bound and 

bleeding slave ;. 
He for a soil no long 
Thon for the true tfl 

God I 

S or, while the junst wtting with the slave-whip o'er 

Trom the tortured truths of S'eedom die lie of 
slavery wrung, 

And the solemn pncst to Moloch, on each God- 
deserted shrine. 

Broke the bondman's heart for bread, poured the 
bondman's blood for wine — 

While the multitude in blindness to a far-off Saviour 

And spumed, Ihe while, the temple where a proa- 

ent Saviour dwelt; 
Than beheld'st Him in the task-field, in the prison 

shadows dim. 
And thy mercy to Uie bondman, it was mercy anto 

bt thy lone and long night wattihes, sky aboie and 
wave below, 

Thou did'st learn a higher wisdom than tbo bab- 
bling school-men know ; 
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Goil'a stars and silence taught ttee, as his angels 

only can, 
That the one, sole sacred thing beneath the cope 

of heaven, is Man I 

That he who treads profanely on the scrolls if law 

and creed, 
In the depth oi^ God'a great goodness may find 

mercy in hia need ; 
But woe lio him who crushes the soul with chain 

and ro<i, 
And herds with lower natures the awful form of 

God I 

Then lift that manly right hand, bold ploughman 

Ita branded palm shall prophesy, " Salvation to 

theSlavb!" 
Hold up its fire-wrought language, that whoso 

reads may feel 
His heart swell strong within him, his sinews change 

Hold it up before our sunshine, up against our 

Northern air — 
Ho! men of Massachusetts, for the love of God 

look there I 
Take it henceforth for your standard — hke the 

Bruce'a heart of yore. 
In the dark strife closing round ye, let that liacd 

be seen before I 

i shaJI tremble at 
it sign, 



Woe to the State-gorged leeches, and the Church's 

locust band, 
When they_ look from slavery's ramparts on tha 

coming of that hand I 
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Up the hill-aide, down the glen, 
Eouse the sleeping citizen j 

Like a lion growling low — 
Like a night-storm rising slow — 
Lilte the tread of unseen foe — 

It is coming-— it is nigh I 

Stand your homes and altars by; 

On your own free thresholds die. 

Clang the bells in all your spires ; 
On the grey hills of your sires 
Fling to heaven your signal fires. 

From Waehuset, lone and bleak. 

Unto Berkshire's tallest peak, 

Let the flame-tongued heralds speak, 

O I for God and duty stand, 
Heart to heart and hand to hand, 
Round the old graves of (he land. 

Whoso shrinks or falters now, 
Whoso W the yoke would how, 
Brand the craven on his brow I 

Freedom's soil hath only place 
For a free and fearless race- 
Hone for traitors false and base. 

Perish party — perish clan ; 
Strike together while ye can, 
Like the arm of one strong m 
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Lite that angel's vrace sublime, 
Heard above a world of crime. 
Crying of the end of time — 

With one heart and with one month, 
L«t the North unto the South 
Speak the nord befitting both : 

" What though Issachar be strong ! 
Ye may load hia back with wrong 
Overmuch and over long : 

Patience with her cnp o'errun, 
With her weaiy thread outspun, 
Murmurs that her work is done. 

Make our Union-bond a chain, 
Weak as tow in Freedom's strtun 
Link by link ehall snap in twain. 

Vainly shall your sand-wrought ropo 
Bind the starry cluster up, 
Shattered over heaven's tlue cope ! 

Give us bright though broken raye, 
Rather than eternal haze. 
Clouding o'er the iull-orhed blaze. 

Take your land of sun and bloom ; 

Only leave to Freedom room 

For her plough, and forge, ar.d loom ; 

Take your slavery-blackened vales ; 
Leave us but our own free gales, 
Blowing on our thousand sails. 

Boldly, or with treacherous art. 
Strike the blood-wrought chain apait* 
Break the Union's mighty heart ■ 
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Work the ruin, if ye wUI ; 
Pluck upon your beads an ill 
Which shall grow and deepen atilL 

With your bondman's right arm bam. 
With his heart of black despair, 
Stand alone, if stand ye dare I 

Onward with your fell design ; 
Dig the gulf and draw the line: 
Fire beneath your feet the mine ; 

Deeply, when the wide ahvaa 
Yawns between your land' and this, 
Shall ye feel your helplessness. 

By the hearth, and in the bed. 
Shaken by a look or tread. 
Ye shall own a guHty dread. 

And the carse of unpaid toil. 
Downward through your irenerous soil 
Like a fire shall bum and spoil. 

Our bleak hills shall bud and blow. 
Vines our rocks shall overgrow. 
Plenty in our valleys flow ; — 

And when vengeance clouda yout ek^ea, 
Hither shall ye turn your eyes. 
As the lost on Paradise I 

We but a-sk our rocky strand. 
Freedom's true and brother land, 
Freedom's strong and honest hand, — 

Valleys by the slave nnf rod. 
And ihe Pilgrim's mountain sod. 
Blessed of our fathers' (iod ! " 



C<„,glc 



TO VANECU. BALI. 



TO FANEUIL HALL 



Men I— if manli«>i atill ye claim, 

If the Northern pulse can thrill, 
Roused by wrong or atung by shame, 

Freely, strongly still r — 
Let the sounds of traffic die : 

Shut the DuU^te — leave the stall— 
Fliug the axe and hammer by — 

ITirong to Faneuil Hall 1 

Wrongs which freemen never brooked— 

Dangers grim and fierce as they, 
Which, like couching lions, looked 

Oq your fathers' way ; — 
These your instant zeal demand, 

Shaking with their earthquake-caU 
Every rood of Pilgrim land — 

Ho, toFaneuUHalll 

From yoar capes and sandy bars — 

From your mountain-ridges cold. 
Through whose pinea the westering atari 

Stoop their crowns of gold — 
Come, and with your footsteps wake 

Echoes from that holy wall ; 
Once i^ajo, for Freedom's sake. 

Book your fathers' hall I 

Up, and tread beneath your feet 

Every cord by party spun ; 
Let your hearts together beat 

As the heart of one. 
Banks and tarifls, stocks and trade, 

Let them rise or let them fall : 
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Freedom asks your common aid — 
Up, toFaneuil Hall I 

Up, and let each voiue tbat speaks 

Ens from thence to Southern plains, 
Sharply as the blow whioh breaks 

Prison-bolts and chains ! 
Speak as well becomes the free — 

Dreaded more than st«el or ball. 
Shall your calmest utterance be, 

Heard from Paneull Hall ! 

Have they wronged us ? Let us then 

Render l)ack nor threats nor prayers ; 
Have tbey chained our free-born men ? 

Upl your banner leads the van, 
Blazoned " Liberty for all 1 " 

Finish what your sires began — 
Up, toFaneuil Hall I 
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What though around thee blazes 

No fiery rallyioc agn ? 
From all thy own high places, 

Give heaven the light of thine 1 
What though unthrilled, unmoviog, 

The statesman stands apart. 
And comes no warm approving 

From Mammon's crowded mart ? 

Still, let the land be shaken 
By a summons of thine own t 
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By aJl save truth foMakeTi, 
Why, stand with that alone I 

Shrink DOt from strife uneqnall 
With the best is always hope ; 

And ever in the sequel 
God holds the right ade up ! 

But when, with thine uniting, 

Come voices long and load. 
And far-off hills are writing 

Thy fire-words on the cloud : 
When from Penobscot's fountEuns 

A deep response is heard, 
And across the Western mountains 

Eolls back thy rallying word ; 

Shall thy line of battle falter, 

With its allies jnst in view ? 
Oh, by hearth and holy altar, 

My Father-land be true 1 
Fling abroad thy scrolls of Freedom I 

Speed them onward far and fast 1 
Over hill and valley speed them, 

Like the Sibyl's on the biMt I 

Lo I the Empire State is shaking 

The shackles from her hand ; 
With the ru^ed North is waking 

The level sunset land I 
On they come— the free battalions ! 

East and West and North they come, 
And the heart^beat of the millions 

Is the beat of Freedom's drum. 

» To the tyrant's plot no favor 1 
No heed lo place-fed knaves I 

Bar and bolt tne door forever 
Against the land of Slaves I" 
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Hear it, motber Earti, and hear it, 
The Heavens above us spread I 

The land is roused — its spirit 
Was sleeping, but not dead 1 



THE PINE-TRER. 



Lift again tbe stately emblem on tbe Baj- Stat«'B 
rusted shield, 

Gire to Northern winds the Pine-Tree on our ban- 
ner's tattered field, 

Sons of mp.n who sat in council with their Biblei 
round the board, 

Answering England's royaJ misBive wifk a firm, 
" Thus saith the Lord ! " 

Kse again for home and freedom 1 — set the battle 

What the falhers did of old time we their sons must 
do to-day. 

Tell us not of banks and tariffs — cease your paltry 

peddler cries — 
Shall the good Slate sink her honor that your 

gambling stocks may rise ? 
Would ye barter man for cotton?— That j-oni 

gains may sum up higher, 
Must we kiss the feet of Moloch, pass our children 

through the fire ? 
Is the dollar only real ?— God aod truth and right 

a dream ? 
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Smote the Province House with terror, struck tha 

crest of Andros down ! — 
For anotlier strong-voiced Adams in the cify'a 

streets to cry: 
" Up for God and Massachusetts ! — Set your feet 

on Mammon's lie 1 
Perish banks and perish traffic — spin your cotton's 

latest pound — 
But in Heaven's name keep your honor — keep tie 

heart o' the Eay State sound ! " 

Where's the man for Massachusetts ? — Where's the 

voice to speak her free ? — 
Where's the hand to hght up bonfires from her 

mountains to the sea ? 
Beats her Pilgrim pulse no longer? — Sits she dumb 

in her despair? — 
Has she none to break lie silence ? — Has she nono 

to do and dare 'I 
Oh my God I for one right worthy to lift up her 

rusted shield, 
And to plant again iie Kne-Tree in her bauner"* 

tattered field I 



With a cold and wintry noon-light, 

On its roofs and steeples shed. 
Shadows weaving witli the sunlight 
i'rom the gray sky overhead. 
Broadly, vaguely, aU around me, lies the half-buiU 
town outspread. 
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Through this broad aheet, restless eve 

Elm and flows a human dde, 
Wave on wave a living river ; 
Wealth and fashion side by side ; 
Toiler, idler, slave and master, in the san 
current gUde. 

Underneath yoa dome, whose coping 
Springs above them, vast and tali. 
Grave men in the dust are groping 
For the largess, base and small, 
Which the band of Power i 



which from its table fall. 

Base of heart I They vilely barter 

Honor's wealth for party's place; 

Step by step on Freedom's charter 

Leaving footprints of disgrace ; 

For to-day's poor pittajjce turning friMu the great 

hope of their race. 

Yet, where festal lamps are tnrowing 

Glory round the dancer's hair, 
Gold-tressed, like an angel's flowing 
Backward on the sunset air; 
And the low quick pulse of music beats its measure* 

There to-night shall woman's glances, 

Star-like, welcome give to Inem, 
Fawning fools with shy advances 
Seek to touch their garments* hem, 
With the tongue of flattery gloziiig deeds which 
God and Truth condemn. 

From this glittering lie my vision 

Takes a broader, sadder range, 
Full before me have arisen 

Other pictures dark and strange ; 

C<„,glc 



From the parlor to the prison muat the ficene and 
witness change- 
Hark 1 the heavy gale is swinging 
On its hinges, harsh and slow ; 
One pale prison lamp ia tlin^ng 
On a fearful group below 
Such a light as leaves to terror whatsoe'er ft ioea 



Pitying God I— la that a woman 

On whoae wrist the shackles clash ? 
Is that shriek she utters human. 
Underneath the stinging lash ? 
Are they mkn whose eyes of madness irom that sad 



Still ihe dance goes gayly onward 1 
WTiat ia it t^i Wealth and Pride 1 
That without the stars are looking 
On a scene which earth should nide 7 
That the si-avE-amp lies in waiting, rocking OQ 
Potomac's tide I 

Vmnly to that mean Ambition 

Which, upon a rival's fall, 
Wlnda above its old condition, 
With a reptile's alimy crawl. 
Shall the pleading voice of sorrow, shall the slave 
in anguish call- 
Vainly to the child of Fashion, 

Giving to ideal woe 

Graceful luxury of ct 

Shall the etnckea n 

Hateful seems the eameat sorrow, beauti 

hollow show 1 

Nav, my worda are all too sweeping : 
Li this crowded human ma^ 
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Feeling is not dead, but sleeping ; 
Man'a atron" will and woinaa a heart, 
In the cMiiog stnTe for Freedom, yet shall 
their generous part- 



Freedom yet shall summon allies 
Worthier than the North can boast. 
With the Evil by their hearth-stones grappling at 
severer cost. 

Now, the soul alone ia willing r 

Faint the heart and weak the knee; 
And as yet no lip is thrilling 

With (he mighty words "Be Free I ' 
Xarrieth iong the lajid's Good Anyel, but hia ad- 
vent is to be I 

Meanwhile, turning from the revel 

To the prison-cell my sight. 
For intenser hate of evil. 
For a keener sense of right, 
Shaking off thy dust, I thank tlj,:e, City of Ota 
Slaves, to-night 1 

" To thy duty now and ever I 

Dream uo more of rest or stay ; 
Give to Freedom's great endeavor 
All thou art and hast to-day; " — 
Thus, above the city's mnrmur, eaith a Voice, or 

Tb with heart and vision gifted 
To discern and love the right. 
Whose worn faces have been lifted 
To the slowly-growing light. 
Where irom Freedom's sunrise driilfid slowly back 
the murk of oight 1 — 
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Ve who through long years of trial 

Still have held^ovir purpose fast, 

While a lengthening shade the dial 

From the westering sunshine east, 

And of hone each hour's denial seemed an echo of 

the last I— 

Oh, my brothers 1 oh, my sisters I 

Would to God that ye were near, 
Gazing with me down the vistas 
Of a sorrow strange and drear ; 
Woald to God that ye were listeners to the Voice 

With the storm above us driving, 

With the false earth mined below 

Who shall maj-vel if thus striving 
We have counted friend as foe ; 
Unto one another giving in the darkness Mow for 

Well it may be that our natures 

Have grown sterner and more hard, 
And the freshness of their features 
Somewhat harsh and battle-scarred, 
And their harmonies of feeling overtasked and 
rudely jarred. 

Be it so. It should not swerve us 
From a purpose true and brave ; 
Dearer Freedom's rug"«d service 
Han the pastime ofthe slave ; 
Bttcer is the storm above it than the quiet of the 
grave. 

Let us then, uniting, bury 

All our idle feuds in dust, 
And to future confliuts carry 
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Mutual Mth and cammon tiust; 
Alwajs he who most fot^vetb ia his brother h 
most just. 

From tie eternal shadow rounding 

All OUT sun and starlight here. 
Voices of our lost ones sounding 
Bid us be of heart and eheer, 
Through the silence, down the spaces, filing on 
the inward ear. 

Know we not our dead are looking 

Downward with a sad surprise, 
All our strife of words rebuking 
With their mild and loving eyes? 
Bhall we.grieve the holj] angels? Shall we cloud 
uieir blessed skies ? 

Let us draw their mantles o'er us 
Which have fallen in our way; 
Let ua do the work before us, 
Cheerly, bravely, while we may. 
Ere the long nisht-silence cometh, and with va it 
is not &y I 



B thy service cannot tire — 
A faith which doubt can never dim — 
A heart of love, a lip of fire — 

Oh I Freedom's God 1 be thou tfl hun I 

Speak througb him words of power and fear. 
As through thy prophet bards of old, 



rORETOWN. 

Aiid let a scornful people hear 
Once more thy Sinai-thuiiders rolled. 

For lying lips thy blessing seek, 

And hands of blood are raised to Thee, 

And on thy children, crushed and weak, 
The oppressor plants hia kneeling knee. 

I*t then, God ! thy servant dare 
Thy truth in all its power to 1*11, 

Unmask the priestly thieves, and tear 
The Bible from the grasp of hell I 

From hollow rite and narrow span 
Of law and sect by Thee released. 

Oh ! teach him that the Christian man 
Is holier than the Jewish priest. 

Chase back the shadows, gray and old, 
Of the dead ages, from his way, 

And let Ms hopeful eyes behold 
The dawn of thy millenuial day; — 

That day when fettered limb and mind 
Shall know the truth whith maketh free, 

And he alone who loves his kind 
ShaU, child-Uke, claim the love of Thee I 



TOEKTOWN.M 

From Yorktown'a ruins, ranted and still, 
Two lines stretch far o'er vale and hill; 
Who curbs his steed at head of one ? 
Hark I the low murmur ; Washington 1 
Who bends his keen, approving dance 
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Where down the gorgeous line of France 
Shine knightly star and plnme of snow 7 
Thou too art victor, Eochambeau I 

The earth which hears this calm array 
Shook with the war-chai^e yesterday, 
Ploughed deep with hurrying hoof and wheel, 
Shol>-30wn and bladed ihitk with ateel ; 
October's clear and noonday sun 
Paled in the breath-amoke of the gun. 
And down night's double blackness fell, 
Like a dropped star, the blazing shell. 

Now aU is hushed : the gleaming lines 
Stand moveless as the neighboring pines; 
While through them, sullen, grim, and slow, 
TTie conquered hosts of Eagiaud go : 
O'Hara'a brow belies his dress, 
Gay Tarleton's troop rides hannerless : 
Shout, from tiiy fired and masted homes, 
Thy scoui^e, vir^nia, captive conies 1 

Nor thou alone: with one glad voice 
Let all thy sister States rejoice ; 
Let Freedom, in whatever clime 
She waits with sleepless eye her time, 
Shouting from cave and monntain wood, 
Make glad her desert solitude, 
While they who hunt her qnail with fear; 
The New World's chain lies broken here! 

But who are they, who, cowering, wait 
Within the shattered fortress gate ? 
I>ark tillers of Virginia's soil. 
Classed with the battie's common spoil, 
With household stuffs, and fowl, and swine, 
With Indian weed and planters' wine. 
With stolen beeves, and foraged com — 
Are they not men, Vilipnian ' 
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Oil ! reil your faces, j-oang aniJ brave I 
Sleep, Scammel, in thy soldier grave I 
Sons of the Northland, ye who set 
Stout hearts against the bayonet. 
And pressed with steady footfall near 
The moated battery's blazing tier, 
Turn your scarred faces from the sight, 
Let shame do homage to the right I 



While Britain grounded on that plain 
The arms she might not lift again, 
As abjett as in that old day 
The slave still toils his life away. 

Oh 1 fields still green and fresh in story, 

Old days of pride, old names of glory, 

Old marvels of the tongue and pen, 

Old thon^hta which stirred the hearts of men, 

Te spared the wrong ; and over all 

Behold the avenging shadow fall ! 

Yonr world-wide honor stained with shame — 

Tour freedom's self a hollow name I 

Where's now the flag of that old war ? 

Where flows its stripe ? Where bums Its start 

Bear witness, Palo Alto's day. 

Dark Vale of Palms, red Monterey, 

Wiiero Mexi'i Fi*edom, young and weak, 

Fleshes the Northern eagle's beak : 

Symbol of terror and despair, 

Cn chmns and slaves, go seek it there 1 

Laugh, Prussia, midst thy iron ranks I 
Laugh, Russia, from thy Neva's banks I 
Brave sport to see the fledgling bom 

Google 
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Of Freedom by its parent torn ] 
Safe now m Speilber^s dungeon cell, 
Safe drear Siberia's frozen hell ; 
With Slavery's fla™ o'er both unrolled. 
What of the New World fears the Old? 



Os page of thine I cannot trace 

The cold and heartless common-place— 

A statue's fixed and marble grace. 

For ever aa these hnes I penned, 

Still with the thouf^ht of thee will blend 

That of some loved and common friend- 
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Who in life's desert track has made 

tent with mine, or strayed 
same remembered shade. 

And hence my pen unfettered moves 
In freedom whieh the heart approves— 
The negligence whieh friendship loves. 

And wilt thou prize my poor ^t less 

for simple air and rustie dress, 

And sign of baste and carelessness?— 

Oh 1 more than specious counterfeit 

Of sentiment or studied wit, 

A heart like thine should value it 

Yet half I fear my gift will be 
Unto thy book, if not to thee, 
Of more than doubtful courtesy. 
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A banished name from fashion's sphere, 

A lay uoheard of Beauty's ear, 

Forbid, disowned, — what do they here ?— 

Upon my ear not all in vain 

Came the sad captive's clanking chain — 

The groaning from his bed of pain. 

And sadder still, I saw the woe 

Which only wounded spirits know 

When Pride's strong footsteps o'er them go 

Spurned not alone in walks abroad, 
But from the " temples of the Lord" 
Thrust out apart, like things abhorred. 

Deep as T felt, and stem and strong, 

In words whiirh Prudence smothered long, 

My soul spoke out i^ainst the wrong; 

Not mine alone the task to speak 
Of comfort to the poor and weak, 
And dry the tear on Sorrow's cheek ; 

But, mingled in the conflict warm. 
To pour the fiery breath of storm 
Through the harsh trumpet of Reform ; 

To brave Opinion's settled frown, 
From ermined robe and saintly gown, 
While wrestling reverenced Error dom: 

Founts gushed beside my pilgrim way. 
Cool shadows on the greensward lay, 
Flowers swung upon the bending spray. 

And, broad and bright, on either hand, 
Stretched the green slopes of Fairy land, 
With Hope's eternal eunbow spanned ; 
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Whence Toices called me like tbe flow, 
Which on the listener'a ear will grow, 
Of forest streamlets soft and Ion. 

And gentle eyes, which still retain 
Their picture on the heart and brain, 
Smiled, beckoning from that path of pajn. 

In vain I — nor dream, nor rest, nor pause 
Remain for him -who round him draws 
The battered mail of Freedom's cause. 

From youthful hopes — from each ^reen spot 
Of young Romance, and gentle Thought, 
IVhere storm and tumult enter not — 

Prom each fair altar, where belon" 
The oflerings Love requires of Song 
In homage to her bright^eyed throng — 

With soul and strength, with heart and hand, 
I turned lo Freedom's struj^ling band — 
To the sad Helots of our laud. 

What marvel then that Fame should him 
Her notes of praise to those of scorn — 
Her ^fts reclaimed— her smiles withdrawn ? 

What matters it !— a few years more, 
Life's sur<te so restless heretolbre 
Shall break upon the unknown shore ! 

In that far land shall disappear 
The shadows which we follow here— 
The mislrwreaths of our atmosphere I 

Before no work of mortal hand, 
Of human will or strength expand 
The pearl gates of the Better Land ; 
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Alono in that great love which gave 
Life to the sleeper of the grave, 
Resteth the power U> " seek and save." 

Yet, if the spirit gazing throiagh 

The vista of the past can view 

One deed lo Heaven and virtue true — 

If through the wreclc of wasted powers, 
Of ^s.r\aails wreathed from Folly's bowera, 
Of idle sums and misspent hours — 

Tlie eye can note one sacred spot 
By Pride and Self profaned not — 
A green place in the waste of thought- 

Where deed or word hath rendered leas 
" The sum of human wretchedness," 
And Gradtude looks forth to bless — 

The simple burst of tendereat feeling 
From sad hearts worn by evil-dealing. 
For blesang on the Land of healing, — 

Better than Glorj'a pomp will be 
That green and blessed spot to me — 
A palm-shade in Eternity 1 — 

Somethins of Time which may invite 
The purified and spiritual sight 
To rest on with a cahn delight. 

And when the summer winds shall sweep 
With their light wings my place of sleep. 
And mosses round my heail-atone creep — ■ 

If still, as Freedom's rallying simi. 
Upon the youne heart's altars shine 
Tne very fires ley caught from mine— 
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If words my lips once uttered still, 
In the calm faith and stefwlfast mil 
Of other hearts, their work fulfill — 

Perehance with joy the soul may learn 
These tokens, and ita eye discern 
The fires which on those altars bum — 

A mawelloua joy that eyen then, 

The spirit hath ita life again, 

In the strong hearts of mortal men. 

Take, lady, then, the gift I bring. 

No "ay and ^aceful offering — 

Ko fiower-anuie of the laughmg spring. 

Midst the green buds of Youth's fresh May, 
With Fancy's leaf-enwoven bay. 
My sad and sombre gift I lay. 

And if it deepens in thy mind 

A sense of suffering human kind — 

The outcast and the spirit-blind; 



ssed and spoiled on every ride, 
Bjudice, and Scorn, and Pride, 
common courtesies denied : 
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Sad mothers mourning o'er their trust, 
Children by want and misery nursed. 
Tasting life's bitter cup at first ; 

If to thdr strong appeals which come 
From fireless hearth, and crowded room, 
And tht! close alley's noisome gloom — 

Though dark the hands upraised to diee 

In mute beseeching agony, 

Thc'i lend'st thy woman's sympathy — 
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Not vainly on thy gentle shrine, 

Where Love, and Mirth, and Friendship twina 

Their varied gifCa, I offer mine. 



Now, joy and thanks forevennore 1 
The druary night has wellnigh passed, 

The slumbers of the Borth are o'er — 
The Giant stands erect at last ! 

More tJian we hoped in that dark time. 
When, faint with watthing, few and worn, 

We saw no welcome day-star tiimb 
The told gray pathway of the mom ! 

weary hours ! O night of yeara I 

What storms our darkling pathway swept, 

Where, beating back our thronging fears, 
By Faith alone our march we kept 

How jeered the scofSng crowd behind. 
How mocked before the tyrant train, 

As, one by one, the true and kind 
Fell fainting in our path of paia i 

They died — their brave hearts breaking slow — 

But, self-forgetful to the last, 
Iq words of ch«er and bugle blow 

Their breath upon the darkoess passed. 

A mighty host, on ttther hand. 
Stood waiting for the dawn ()f day 

To crush like reeds our feeble band ; 

Tho mom has come — and where are they ? 
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Troop after troop their line forsakes ; 

TVith peace-white banners waving free. 
And from our own the glad shout breaks, 

Of Freedom and Fraternity I 

Ijke nilst before the growing light, 
The hostile coborta melt away; 

Our frowning foemen of the night 
Are brothers at the dawn of day ! 

As unto these repentant ones 
We open wide our toil-wom ranks, 

Along our line a murmur runs 

Of song, and praise, and grateful thanks. 

Bound for the onset !— Blast on blast I 
Till Slavery's minions cower and quful; 



O, prisoners in your house of pain, 

Diunb, toiling millions, bound and sold. 

Look I stretched o'er Southern vale and plain. 
The Lord's delivering band behold I 



The bolts which shattered Shinar'a tower, 
Hang, smoking, for a fiercer falL 

Awake I awake ! my Father-land I 
It is thj Northern light that shines ; 

ITiis stirring march of Freedom's band 
The Btorm-song of thy mountain pines. 

Wake, dwellers where the day expires I 
And hear, in winds that sweep your lakei 

And fan your prairies' roaring fires. 
The signal-call that Freedom makes ! 
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Gone to thy Heavenly Father's rest ! 

The flowers of Eden rouDd ihee blowing, 
And on thine ear the murmurs blest 

Of Siloa's watere softly flowing I 
Beneath that Tree of Life which gives 
To all the earth ita healinfl; leaves 
In the white rohe of angels clad, 

And wandering by that sacred riyer, 
Whose streams of holiness make glad 

The city of our God forever I 

Gentlest of spirits I — not for thee 

Our tears are shed, our sighs are given : 
Why mourn to know thou art a free 

Partaker of the joys of Heaven? 
Finished thy work, and kept thy faith 
In Christian firmness unto death; 
And beautiful as sky and eartJi, 

When Autumn's sun is downward going 
The blessed memory of thy worth 

Around thy place of slumber glowing I 

But woe for us I who linger still 

With feebler strength and hearts less lowly, 
And minds less steadfast to the will 

Of Him whose every work is holy. 
For not like tlune, is crucified 
The spirit of our human pnde : 
And at the bondmau's tale of woe, 

And for the outcast and forsaken. 
Not warm like thine, but cold and slow, 

Our weaker sympathies awaken. 
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Darkly upon our struggling way 

The storm of human hate is sweeping ; 
Hunted and branded, and a prey, 

Our watch amidst the darkness keepings 
Oh I for that hidden strength which can 
Nerve unto death the inner man I 
Oh ! for thy spirit, tried and true. 

And constant in the hour of trial, 
Prepared to suffer, or to do. 

In meekness and in self-denial. 

Oh I for that spirit, meek and mild. 

Derided, spurned, jet uncomplaining — 
By man deserted and reviled. 

Yet faithful to its trust remaining. 
Still prompt and resolute to save 
From Bcoui^ and ch^n the hunted slave 1 
Unwavering in the Truth's defence, 

Even where the fires of Hate were burning, 
Th' unquajling eye of innocence 

Alone upon ih' oppressor turning I 

O loved of thousands ! to thy arave, 

Sorrowing of heart, thy brethren bore thee 
The poor man and the rescued slave 

Wept as the broken earth closed o'er thee ; 
And grateful t«ars, like summer rain, 
Quickened its dying grass again I 
And there, as to some pilgrim-shrine, 

Shall come the outcast ajid the lowly. 
Of gentle deeds and words of thine 

KecalEng memories sweet and holy I 

Oh I for the death the righteous die 1 
An end, like Autumn's day declining, 

On human hearts, as on the sky, 

With hoUer, tenderer beauty shining; 

Aa to the parting soul were given 

The radiance oran opening Heaven I 



C<„,glc 



STATESMAN. 

As if that pure and blessed light, 
From o3 th' Eternal altar flowing. 

Were bathing, in its upward flight, 
The spii'it t« ita worship going 1 



TO A SOUTHERN STATESMAN. 

1846. 

Is lliia thy voice, whose treble notes of fear 
W ail in the wind ¥ And dost tliou shako to hear, 
Actieon-lilie, the bay of thine own hounds, 
Spurning the leash, and leaping o'er their boundal 
Sore-baffled statesman I when my eager hand, 
With game afoot, unslipped the hungry pack, 
To hunt down Freedom in her chosen land, 
Hadst thou no fear, that, ere long, doubling hack, 
These dogs of thine might snnff on Slavery's track ? 
\Vhere'B now the boast, which even thy guarded 

tongue. 
Cold, calm and proud, in the teeth o' the Senate 

flung, 
O'er the fulfilment of thy baleful plan, 
Like Satan's triumph at the fall of man ? 
How atood'st thou then, thy feet on Freedom 

planting, 
And pointing to the lurid heaven afar, 
Whence all could see, through llie south windowi 

Crimson as blood, the beams of that Lone Star I 
The Fates are just ; they give us hut our own; 
Nemesis npcns what our hands have sown. 
There is an Eastern sl«ry, not unknown, 
Doubtless, to thee, of one whose magic ^till 
Called demons up his water-jars to fill; 
Deftly and dlently, they did his will. 
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But, when the task was done, kept pouring still. 
In vain with spell and charm the wizard wrought, 
Faster and faster were the buckets brought, 
Hi"hep and higher rose the flood around, 
TiU the fiends clapped their hands above their 

master disowned 1 
So, Carolinian, it may prove with thee, 
For God still overrules man's schemes, and takes 
Craftiness in ita self-set snare, and makes 
The wrath of man to praise Him. It may be. 
That the ronsed spirits of Democracy 
May leave to freer States the same wide door 
Through which thy slare-curaed Texas entered in, 
From out the blood and fire, the wrong and sin, 
Of the stormed city and the ghastly plain. 
Beat by hot hail, and wet with bloody vain, 
A myriad-lianded Aztec host may pour. 
And swarthy South with pallid North combine. 
Back on thyself to turn thy dark design. 



Men of the North-land ! where's the manly spirit 
Of the true-hearted and the unshackled gone? 
Sons of old tJMiemen, do we but inherit 

Their names alone ? 

b the old Pilgrim spirit quenched within us. 

Stoops the strong manhood of our souls so low, 
Hat Mammon's lure or Party's wile can win ua 
To silence now ? 



Now, when our land to ruin's brink 
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In God's name, let us speak while there is bmel 
Mow, when the padlocka for our lips are forging, 
Silence is crime I 

What I shall we henceforth humbly ask aa favors 

Rights all our own ? In madness shall we barter, 
Foi treacherous peace, the freedom Nature gave ub, 
God and our charter? 



ffer* shall the statesman forge his human fetters, 
Here the false jurist human rights deny. 



Torture the pages of the hallowed Bible, 

To sanction crime, and robbery, and Hood? 
And, in Oppression's hateful service, hbel 

Both man and God? 

Shall our New England stand erect no longer, 

But stoop in chains upon her downward way, 
Thicker to gather on her limbs and stronger 
Day after day ? 

Oh, no ; methinks from all her wild, green moun- 



And clear, cold sky — 

From her rough coast, and isles, which hungiy 

Gnaws with his suites — from the fisher's skiff, 
Witt white sail swaying to the billows' motion 

Hound rock and cliff— 
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Fnnn the brown amitli-sbop, ■where, beneath the 
hammer, 

Blnga tie led steel — 

From each and all, if God hath not foraaken 

Our land, and left ua to an evil choice, 
Loud aa the summer thunderbolt shall waken 
A People's voice 

Startling and stem 1 the Northern mnda shall 

Over Potomac's to St. Mary's wave ; 
And buried Freedom shall awake to hear it 

Within her grave. 

Oh, let that voice go forth I The bondman righmg 

By Santee'a wave, in Mississippi's cane. 
Shall feel tiie hope, within his bosom dj-ing, 
Reirf-ve ^ain. 

Let it 20 forth 1 The millions who are gazing 
Sadly upoQ us from afar, shall smilo. 



Oh, for your ancient freedom, pure and holy, 

For the deliverance of a groaning earth. 
For the wronged captive, bleeding, crushed, and 

Let it go forth I 

Sons of the beat of fathers I will ye falter 

With all they left ye perilled and at stake ? 
Ho ! once again on Freedom's holy altar 

The fire awake I 

Prayer-strengthened for the trial, come together, 

Put on the harness for the moral fight. 
And, with tke blessing of your Heavenly Father, 
Maintain thb rioht 1 



CUKSE OF THE CHABTER-BREAEERS. 2V 



In Weatminsttr'B royal halls, 
Kobed in their pontificala, 
Eoglanii's ancient prelates sWod 
For the people's right and good. 

Closed around the wajliiif; crowd, 
Dark and gtill, like winter's cloud", 
King and council, lord and knight 
Squire and yeoman, stood in sight — 

Stood to hear the priest rehearse, 
In God's name, the Church's curse, 
By the tapers round them ht, 
slowly, sternly uttering it 

" Hight of voice in framing laws, 
Eight of peers to try each cause ; 
Feasant homestead, mean and Email, 
Sacred aa the monarch's hall — 

" Whoso lays his hand on these, 
England's ancient hberties — 
Whoso breaks, hy word or deed, 
England's vow at Eunnymede — 

" Be he Prince or belted knight, 
Whatsoe'er his rank or might, 
If the highest, then the worst, 
Let Min live and die accursed. 

" Thou, who to thy Church hast ^vcn 
Keys alike, of hell and heaven, 
Mi^e our word and witness sure. 
Let the corse we speak endure 1 " 
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Silent, while tliat L'urse was s^d, 
Eyerj- bare and listening bead 
Bowed in reverent awe, and then 
All the people said, Amen 1 

Seven times the bells have tolled, 
For the centuries gray and old. 
Since that staled and mitred band 
Cursed the tjranta of their land. 

Since the priesthood, lite a tower, 
StocKi between the poor and power; 
And the wronged and trodden down 
Blessed the abbot's shaven crown. 

Gone, thank God, their wizard spell, 
Lost, their keys of heaven and hell; 
Yet I sigh for men as bold 
As those bearded priesta of old. 

Now, too oft the priesthood wtut 
At the threshold of the state — 
W^ting for the beck and nod 
Of its power aa law and God. 

Fraud exnits, while eolenm words 
Sanctify his stolen hoards ; 
Slavery laughs, while ghostly lips 
Bless his manacles and whips. 

Not on them the poor rely, 

Not to them looks liberty. 

Who with fawning falsehood cower 

To the wrong, when clothed wilh powoA 

Oh! (o see them meanly cling, 
Round the master, round llie king. 
Sported with, and sold and booght— 
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Tell m^ not that this must he : 
God's true priest Is always free ; 
Free, the needed truth to spuak, 
Right the wronged, and raise the weak. 

Not to fawn on wealth and state, 
Leaving Lazarus at the gate — 
Not to peddle creeds like waroa — 
Not to mutter hireling prayers — 

Nor to paint the new life's bliss 
On the sable ground of this — 
Golden streets for idle knave. 
Sabbath rest for wearj- slave I 

Not for words and works like these, 
Priest of God, thy mission is; 
But to make earth's desert glad, 
In its Eden greenness clad ; 

And to level manhood bring 
Lord and peasant, serf and long ; 
And the Christ of God to find 
In the humblest of thy kind 1 

Thine to work as well as pray 
Clearing thorny wrongs away ; 
Plucking up the weeds of sin. 
Letting heaven's warm sunshine in- 
Watching on the hills of Faith ; 
Listening what the spirit saith, 
Of the djmseen light afar. 
Growing like a n earing star. 

God's interpreter art thou. 
To the waiting ones below ; 
'Twist them and its lisht midwaj 
Heralding the better day — 



VOICES or FREEDOM. 

Catching gleama of temple Sfpre*, 
Hearing notes of angel choirs, 
Whore, as vet unseen of them. 
Comes the New Jerusalem I 

Like the seer of Patmos gazing, 
On the glory downward blazing ; 
Till upon Earth's grateful sod 
Bests the City of our God ! 



J.HE SLATES OF MARTINIQUE. 



BsAIfS of noon, like burning lances, through the 

tree-tjjps flash and glisten, 
Aa she stands before her lover, wiQi raised face to 

look and listen. 

Dark, but comely, like the maiden in the ancient 

Jewish sons: 
Scarcely has the toil of task-fields done her gracefid 

beauty wrong. 

He, the strong one and the manly, with the vasaal'3 

•orb and hue. 
Holding still his spirit's birthright, to hia highel 



Hiding deep the strengthening purpose of a free- 
man in his heart, 

Ab the greegree holds his Fetich from the whlta 
man's gaae apart 

Ever foremost of his comrades, wheu the drivers 

morning horn 
Calls away to stifling mill-house, to the fields of 
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on Ha back 
, turns the 



Yet, Us brow 13 always ihoughtfLil, and his eye ii 

Lard and stem ; 
Blarery's last and humblest lesson, he has never 

deigned to leam. 

And, at evening, when his comrades danee before 

their master's door. 
Folding arms and knitting forehead, standa 1 



God be praised for every instinct which rebels 

against a lot. 
Where the brute survives the human, and man's 

upright form is not 1 

As the serpent-like hejuco winds his spiral fold on 

fold, 
Konnd the tall and stately ceiba, till it withers in 

his hold ; — 

Slow decays the forest monarch, closer girds the 

fell embraoe, 
Tdl the tree is seen no longer, and the vine is in 

60 a base ani bestial nature, round the vasaal't 
And the spirit wastes beneath it, like the ceiba 



God is Love, stuth he Evangel ; and our world of 

Is made light and .^ppy only, when a Love is 
shining in. 
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Te wLose lives are free as sunshine, finding where. 

soH'er ye roam, 
SmiJes of welfome, looks of kindness, making all 

the world like home; 

In tie veins of whose affections, kindred blood ia 

but a part, 
Of one kindly current throbbing from the umTersal 

Can ye know the deeper meaning of a Iota !■ 

Slavery nursed, 
Last flower of a lost Eden, blooming in that Scnl 

accursed? 

Love of Home, and Love of Woman I — dear to alL 

but doubly dear 
To the heart whose pulses elsewhere measure only 

hate and fear. 

AH around the desert circles, underneath a brazen 

Only one green mot remaining mhere the dew is 
never dry f 

From the horror of that desert, from its atmosphere 
of hell, "^ 

Turns the fainting spirit thither, as the diver se^a 
bis bull. 

Tls the fervid tropic noontime ; faint and low the 

Buy rise the inland mountains through the glim- 
mer of the heat, — 

Where, through mingled leaves and blossoms ar- 
rowy sunbeams flash and glisten, 

Speakij her lover Ic the slave girl, and the lifts her 
head to listen : — 
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"We shall live as slaves no longer! Freedom'i 

hour is clow at hand ! 
Bocks her bark upon the waters, resta the boat 

upon the etraud 1 

"I ha^e seen the Hajr^en Captain; I have seen 

his swarthy crew. 
Haters of the pallid faces, to th^ race and color 



Oh ! the blessed hope of froedom 1 how with joy 

and glad surprise, 
For an instant throbs her bosom, for an instanl 

beam her eyes 1 

But she looks across the valley, where her mother'i 



And she answers, sad and earnest; "It were wrong 

for thee to stay ; 
God hath heard thy prayer for freedom, and hit 

finger points the way. 

" Well I know with what endurance, for the sake 
r meant 



" Go ; and at the hour of nudnight, when oar last 

farewell is o'er. 
Kneeling on our place of parting, I will bless theo 

from the shore. 
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" But for me, my mother, lying on her Mck bed all 

(he day, 
Lifta her weary head to watch me, coming (hroogh 
' the twilight gray. 

" Should I leave her sick and Belpiess, even free- 
dom, shared with thee. 

Would be sadder far than bondage, lonely toil, and 
stripea to me. 

" For my heart would die mthin me, and my bTain 
would soon be wild : 

J should hear my mother calling through the twi- 
light for her child I" 

Blazing upward from the ocean, shines the sun of 

Through the coffee-trees in blossom, aad green 
nedges of the lime. 

Side by side, amidst the slave gang, toil the lover 

and the maid ; 
Wherefore looks he o'er the waters, leaning fi»i^ 

ward on his spade ? 



Sadly looks he, deeply aghs he: 'tis the Haylien'f 

sail he sees, 
IJke a white cloud of Sie mountains, driven set^ 

ward by the breeze I 

But his arm a light hand presses, and he hears a 
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Across the Stony Mount^a, o'er the deserfi 

drouth and sand, 
The circles of our empire touch the Western 

Ocean's strand; 
From slnmberous Tunpanogoa, to Gila, wild and 

Plomng down from Neuva Leon to Califomia'B 

And from the moant^ns of the East, to Santa 

Kosa's shore, 
The eagles of Mexitli shall beat the air no more. 

Tale of Rio Bravo I Let thy ample children 

Close watcfi about their holy fire let maids of PecoH 

Let Taos send her ciy across Sierra Madre's pines, 
And Alaodonea toll her bella amidst her corn and 

with eager 

Wide scattering, like the bison herds on broad 
Salatla's plain. 

Let Sacramento's herdsmen heed what sound, the 

winds bring down, 
Of footsteps on the crisping snow, from cold Neve- 
Full hot andfast the Sason rides, with rein of 

travel slack, 
And, bending o'er his saddle, leaves the sunrise at 

his back; 



By many a lonely river, and gorge of fir and pine, 
Oa many a wintry hill-top, his nightly camp-fire* 

O oountrymen and brotheral that land of lake and 

plMQ, 

Of salt waatea alternating with valleys fat with 

grain ; 
Of mountains white with winter, lookins down- 

wa.^ cold, serene, 
On lieir feet with spring-vines tangled and lapped 

in softest green ; 
Swift through whose black vokanic gates, o'er 

many a sunny vale, 
Wind-like the Arapahoe sweeps the bison's dilsty 

trail! 

Great spaces yet untravelled, great lakes whose 

mystic shores 
The Saxon rifle never heard, nor dip of Sason 

Great herds that wander aU un watched, wild steeds 
that none have tamed, 

Strange^ fish in unknown streams, and birds the 
Sason never named j 

Deep mines, dark_ mountain crucibles, where Na- 
ture's ohemic powers 

Work out the Great Designer's will :— all these ya 



Forever ours ! for good or ill, on na the burden 

God's balance, watched by angels, is hung acroM 

the skies. 
Shall Justice, Truth, and Freedom, turn the poised 

and trembling scale ? 
Or shall the Evil triumph, and robber Wrong pr». 
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Bliall the broad land o'er wMch our flag In starrj 

splendor waves, 
Forego through us ila freedom, and bear the tread 

of slaves ? 

The day is hreaking in the East, of wHch tbe 

prophets told. 
And brightens up the sky of Tune lie ChristiaB 

Age of Gold: 
Old Mi"ht to Eight is yielding, battle blade to 

tlerkly pen, 
Earth's monarcha are her peoples, and her serfl 

stand up aa mea ; 
The isles rejoice together, in a day are nations bom, 
And the slave waBts free in Tunis, and by Stam- 

boul's Golden Horn I 

Is this, countrymen of mine I a day for us to sow 
Tbe soil of new-gained empire with slavery's seeda 

of woe? 
To feed with our fresh life-blood the old world's 

cast-off crime. 
Dropped, like some monstroua early birth, from the 

tired lap of Time ? 
To run anew the evil race the old lost nations ran. 
And die like them of unbelief of God, and wrong 



Great Heaven 1 Is this our mission ? End in dui 

the prayers and tears, 
The toil, the strife, tbe wawhings of our yonnger, 

better years V 
Btill, as the old world rolls in light, shall ours in 

shadow turn, 
A beamless Chaos, cursed of God, through outei 

darkness borne V 
Where tbe far nations looked for light, a blackneM 

intheiur? 
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The Crisij presses on us ; fece to face with us it 

stands, 
With solemn lips of question, like the Sphinx ia 

Egypt's saiids I 
This day we fashion Destiny, our web of Fate w« 

spin; 
This day for all hereafter choose we holiness or sin ; 
Even DOW from starry Gerizim, or Ebal'a cloudy 



By all for which the martyrs bore their agony and 

shame ; 
By all the warning words of truth with which the 

prophets came ; 
By the Future which awEUts us ; by all the hopes 

Their faint and trembUng beams across the black- 
ness of the Past; 

And by the blessed thought of Him who for Earth'a 
freedom died, 

0, my people 1 O, my brothers I let us choose tha 
righteous wde. 

So shall the Northern pioneer go joyful on his way; 
To wed Penobscofs waters to San Francisco's bayi 
To mate the ni^ed places smooth, and sow the 
vales with grain j 
. And bear, with Liberty and Law, the Bible in hia 

The mighty West shall bless the East^ and sea shall 

answer sea, 
And mountain unto mountain call : Pkakk God, 
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THE KNIGHT OP ST. JOHN. 

EHB down yon blue Carpathian hilla 

The Bun shall sink a.rain 1 
Farewell to life and all its ills, 

Farewell to cell and chain. 

These prison shades are dark and cold,— 

But, darker far than they. 
The shadow of a sorrow old 

Is on my heart alway. 

For since the day when Warkworth wood 

Closed o'er my steed and I, 
Aa alien from my name and blood, 

A weed cast out to die, — 

When, looking back in euniet light, 

I saw her turret gleam. 
And from its casement, far and white, 

Her sign of farewell stream, 

Like one who from some desert ahora 
Doth home's green isles descry, 

And, yainly longing, gazes o'er 
The waste of wave aad sky ; 
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So from the desert of my fate 

I gaze aoross the past ; 
Forever on life's dial-jilate 

The shade ia bai:kward cast I 

fve wandered wide from shore to shoro, 
I've knelt at many a shrine ; 

And bowed me to the rocky floor 
Where Rfithlehem's tapers shine ; 

And by tie Holy Sepulchre 
I've jjledged my knigbtly sword 

To Christ, his blessed Church, and her, 
■The Mother of our Lord. 

Oh, vain the vow, and vain the strife I 
How vain do all things seem ! 

My soul is in the past, and lile 
T<vday is but a dream 1 

In vain the penance strange and long, 

And hard for flesh to bear ; 
The prayer, the fasting, and the thonft 

And sackcloth shirt of hair. 

The eyes of memory will not sleep, — 

Its ears are open still ; 
And vigils with the past they keep 

Against my feeble will. 

And still the loves and joys of old 

Do evermore uprise ; 
I see the flow of locks of gold, 

The shine of loving eyes I 

Ah me I upon another's breast 
Those golden locks recline ; 
I see upon anolher rest 
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" O fiuthless Priest 1—0 perjured knight 1 " 

I hear the Master cry ; 
" Shut out the vision Ironi thj- sight, 

Let Earth and Kature die 

" The Chiireh of God is dow thy spouse, 
And thou the bridegroom art ; 

Then let the burden of thy vows 
Crush down thy human heart I " 

In vain 1 This heart its grief must kno*, 

Till life itself hath ceased, 
And falls beneath the aeif-same blow, 

The lover and the priest I 

O pitying Mother ! souls of light, 

Aud saints, and martyrs old I 
Pray for a weak and sinful knight, 

A Buffering man uphold. 

Then let the Paynim work his will. 

And death unbind my ohiun. 
Ere down yon blue Carpathian hill 

The sun shaU faU again. 



THE HOLY LAiJD. 



1 HAVE not felt o'er seas of sand. 

The rockin" of the desert bark ; 
Nor laved at Hebron's fount my hand. 

By Hebron's palm-trees cool aud dark; 
Nor pitched my tent at even-fall. 

On dust where Job of old has Iain, 
Nor dreamed beneath its canvas wall, 

The dream of Jacob o'er again. 
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One vast world-page remans unread ; 

How aliine the stars in Chaldea's sky, 
How sounds the reverent piWim'a tread. 

How beats the heart with God so nigh 1— 
How round gray arch and column lone 

The spirit of lie old lime broods, 
And Mghs in all the winds that srtMa 

Along the sandy solitudes I 

In thy tall cedata, Lebanon, 

I have not heard the nations' cries, 
Nor seen thy eagles stooping down 

Where buried Tyre in mm lies. 
The Christian's praj-er I have not said, 

In Tadmor's temples of decay, 
Kor startled with my dreary (read, 

The waste where Memnon's empire lay. 

Nor have I, from thy hallowed tide, 

0, Jordan 1 heard the low lament, 
Like that sad wail along thy side, 

Which Israel's mournful prophet sent ! 
Nor thrilled within that grotto lone. 

Where deep in night, the Bard oJf Kings 
Felt hands of fire direct his own, 

And sweep for God the conscious strings. 

I have not climbed lo Olivet, 

Nor laid me where my Saviour lay, 
And left his trace of tears as yet 

By angel eyes unwept away ; 
Nor watched at midnight's solemn time, 

The garden where his prayer and groan, 
Wrung by his sorrow and our crime, 

Rose to Dae listening ear alone, 

I have not kissed the rock-hewn grot, 
Where in his Mother's arms he lay. 

Nor knelt upon the sacred spot 

Where last his footsteps pressed the cky; 

. ..Coo., 



J?or looked on diat saii mountain head, 
Nor smote my ginful breast, where wide 

Hia arms W fold the world ho spread, 
And bowed his head to bless — and died 1 



IIlgbt land of Judea I thrice hallownd of song, 
Where the holiest of memories pilgrim-like throng; 
In the shade of thy palms, by the shores of tSy 

On the hills of thy beauty, my heart is with thee. 

With the eye of a spirit I loot on that shore, 
Where pil"rim and prophet have linnered before; 
With the glide of a spirit I traverse me sod 
Made bright by the steps of the angels of God. 

Blue sea of the hills! — in my spirit I bear 
Tliy waters, (icnesaret, cbime on my ear; 
Where the Lowly and Just with the people sat 

And thy spray on the dust of his sandals was 
thrown. 

Beyond are Betbulia's mountains of green, 
And the desolate hills of the wild G^arene ; 
And I pause on the goatKirags of Tabor to see 
The gleam of thy waters, O dark Gahlee I 

Hark, a sound in the valley I where, swollen and 

Thy river, O Kishon, is sweeping along; 

Where the Canaanite strove with Jehovah m vain, 

And thy torrent grew dark with the blood of tha 
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There down from his mountsunn stem Zebulon 

And Napthali'B stag, with his eye-balls of flame, 
And tho chariots of Jabin railed harmlessly on. 
For the arm of the Lord was Abinoam's son 1 

There sleep the still rocks and the taverns whioli 

To the song which the beautiful prophetess sang, 
When the prin-^es of Issachar stood Oy her side, 
And the shout of a host in its triumph replied. 

Lo, Bethlehem's hill-site before me is seen, 
With the mouniaina around, and the valleys be- 
There rested the shepherds of Judah, and there 
The song of the angels rose sweet on the sur. 

And Bethany's palm-frees in beauty still throw 
Their shadows at noon on the ruins below; 
But where are the sisters who hastened to greet 
The lowly Redeemer, and sit at his feet ? 

I tread where the twelve in their way-faring trod ; 
I stand whore they stood with the chosen or 

God— 
Where his blessing waa heard and his lesson* 

Where the blind were restored and the healing 
was wrought. 

Oh, here with his flock the sad Wanderer cami>— 
These hills he toiled over in grief, are the sa.mp— . 
The founts where' - ^ - ' ' ■' 
And the same ain 
his brow I 



a of Iter pride to the mocker Iiad 



But wherefore this dream of the earthly abode 
Of Hucnanity clothed in the brightness of God ? 
Were my spirit but turned from the outward and 

It could gaze, even now, on the presence of Him I 

Not in clouds and in terrors, but gentle as when, 
In love and in meekness, He moved among men ; 
And the voice which breathed peace to Oie wave* 

In the hush of my spirit would whisper to met 

And what if my feet may not tread where He stood, 
Nor my ears hear the dashing of Galilee's flood. 
Nor my eyes see the cross wMch He bowed him to 

Nor my knees press Gethseinaae's garden of prayer. 

Yet loved of the Father, thy Spirit is near 
To the meek, and the lowly, and penitent here ; 
And the voice of thy love is the same even now, 
As at Bethany's tomb, or on Olivet's brow. 



Oh, the outward hath gonel — but in glory a 

power. 
The SPIRIT surviveth the things of an hour; 
Unchanged, undecaying, its Pentecost flame 
On the heart's secret altar b burning the same I 
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EZEKIEL. 



Thet hear thee not, God I nor see • 

Beneath thy rod they mock at thee j 

The princes of our ancient line 

Lie drunken with Assyrian wine ; 

The priests around thy altar speak 

The false words which their hearers seek , 

And hymns which Chaldea's wanton maitli 

Have sung in Dura'e idol-shades, 

Are with the Levites' chant ascending, 

With Zion'a holiest anthems blending! 

On Israel's bleeding bosom set, 

The heathen heel ia crashing yet; 

The towers upon our holy Ml 

Echo Chaldean footsteps still. 

Our wasted shrines — who weeps for them ? 

Who moumeth for Jerasalera ? 

TVho turneth from his gains away ? 

Whose knee with mine is bowed to pray? 

Who, leaving feast and purpling cnp, 

Takes Zion'e lamentation up V 

A sad and thoughtful youth, 1 went 
With Israel's early banishment ; 
And where the sullen Chebar crept, 
The ritual of my fathers kept 
The water for the trench I ilrpw, 
The firstling of the flock I slew. 
And, standmc at the altar's side, 
I shared the Leviles' liiiirering pride, 
That still amidnt her moi-king toea, 
The smoke ol' Zion's oilering rose. 

ti sudden whirlwind, cloud and flame. 
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The Spirit of &e Highest came 1 
Before mine eyes a vision passed, 
A (flory terrible and vast ; 
With dreadful eyes of living things, 
And sounding sweep of angel wings, 
"With circling light and sapphire throne, 
And flame-like form of One thereon. 
And voice of that dread Likeness sent 
Down from Ihe crystal firmament ! 

The burden of a prophet's power 

Fell on me in that fearful hour; 

From off unutterable woes 

The curtain of the future rose ; 

I saw far down the coining time 

The fieTj- chastisement of crime ; 

■With noise of mingling hosts, and jar 

Of falling towers and shouts of war, 

I saw the nations rise and fall. 

Like firu-gleams on my tent's white wall. 

In dream and trance, I saw tlie slain 
Of Egypt heaped like harvest grain ; 
I saw me walls of sea-born Tyra 
Swept over by the spoiler's fire ; 
And heard the low, expiring moan 
Of Edom on his rocky throne ; 
And, woe is me I the mid lament 
From Zion's desolation sent ; 
And felt within my heart each blow 
WWch l^d her holy places low. 

In bonds and sorrow, day by day, 
Before the pictured tile 1 lay; 
And there, as in a mirror, saw 
The coming of Assyria's war, — 
Her swarthy lines of spearmen pass 
Like locusts through Bethhoron's grass ; 
I saw them draw ttieir stormy hem 
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Of battle ronnd Jerusalem ; 

And, listening, heard the Hebrew wai! 

Blend wiLh the victor-trump of Baal I 

Who trembled at my warning word? 

Who owned the prophet of ^e Lord ? 

How mocked the rude — how scoffed tte vito— 

How stung the Levitea scornful smile, 

Ab o'er my spirit, dark and slow, 

The shadow crept of Israel's woe, 

As if the angel's mournful roll 

Had left its record on my soul. 

And traced in lines of dai'kness there 

The picture of its great despair 1 

Yet ever at the hour I feel 
M;^ iips in prophecy unseal. 
Prince, priest, and Levite, gather near, 
And Safem's daughters haste to hear. 
On Chebar's waste and alien shore. 
The harp of Jndah swept once more. 
They listen, as in BabePa throng 
The Chaldeans to the dancer's song, 
Or wild sabbeka's nightly play, 
As careless and as ¥£un as they. 



And thus, oh Prophet-bard of old. 
Hast thou thy tale of sorrow told I 
The same which earth's unwelcome seeri 
Have felt in all succeeding years. 
Sport of the ehangefij multitude. 
Nor calmly heard nor understood, 
Their song has seemed a trick of art^ 
Their warnings hut the actor's part 
With bonds, and scorn, and evil wilL 
The world requites its prophets stiC. 
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So waa it when the Holy One 
The garments of the flesh put on 1 
Men followed where the Hii^hHSt led 
For common gifts of daily bread, 
And gross of ear, of viaon dim, 
Owned not th^ God-liie power of Him. 
Vain as a dreamer's words to them 
His wail aliove Jerusalem, 
And meaningless the wal«h He kept 
Through which his weak disciples slept 

Yet shrink not thou, whoe'er thou art. 
For God's great purpose set apart^ 
Before whoso far discerning eyes, 
The Future as the Present lies I 
Beyond a narrow-hounded age 
Stret^ihes thy prophet-heritage, 
Through Heaven's dim spaces angel-trod. 
Through arches round the throne of God I 
Thy audience, worlds !— -all Time to he 
The witness of the Truth in Ihee ! 



Against the sunset's glomng wall 
'The city towers rise black and tall. 
Where Zorah on its rocky height. 
Stands lite an armed man in the light. 

Down Eshtaol's vales of ripened gr^n 
Falls like a cloud the night amain. 
And up the hill-sides climhin" slow 
The barley reapers homeward go. 
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Look, dearest 1 how our fair cliild'a dead 
The sunset light hath hallowed, 
Where at this olive's foot he lies, 
Uplooting to the tranquil skies. 

Oh 1 while beneath the fervent heat 
Thy sickle swept the bearded wheat, 
I've watched with mingled joy and dread, 
Our child apoa his grassy bed. 

', which the mother feels alone 

g hope like mine had flown. 
When to her bosom, over blessed, 
A dearer life than hers is pressed. 

Dread, for the future dark and still. 
Which shapes our dear one to its will ; 
Forever in his large calm eyes, 
I read a tale of sacrifice. — 

The same foreboding awe I felt 

When at the altar's side we knelt. 

And he, who as a pilgrim came, 

Rose, winged and glorious, through the flam* 

I slept not, though the wild bees made 
A dreamlike mm-muring In the shade, 
And on me the warm-fingered hours 
Pressed with the drowsy smell of flowers. 

Before me, in a ■ri^on, rose 
Tlie hosts of Israel's scornful foea, — 
Eank over rank, helm, shield, and spear, 
Glittered in noon's hot atmosphere. 

I heard their boast, and bitter word, 
Their mookery of the Hebrew's Lord, 
I saw their hands his ark assail, 
Their feet profane his holy veil. 
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No angel down the blue space spoke, 
No thunder from the alill sky hroke. 
But in their midst, in power and awe, 
Like God's waked wrath, our child I sawl 

A child no more ! — harsh-hrowed and strong, 
He towered a giant in the throng, 
And down his shoulders, hroad and bare, 
Swept the black terror of his liair. 

He raised his arm — he smote amain. 
As round the reaper falls the grain, 
So the dark host around him fell, 
So sank the foes of Israel I 

AgcUn I looked. In sunlight shone 
The towers and domes of Askelon. 
Priest, warrior, slave, a mighty crowd 
Within her idol temple bowed. 

Yet one knelt not ; stark, gaunt, and blind. 
His arms the massive pillars twined,— 
An eyeless captive, strong with hate, 
He stood there like an evd Fate. 

The red shrines smoked— the trumpets pealed— 
He stooped — the ^ant columns reeled — 
Reeled tower and fane, sank arch and wall, 
And the thick dust-uloud closed o'er all I 

Above the shriek, the crash, the groan 
Of ihe fallen pride of Askelon, 
I heard, sheer down the echoing sky, 
A voice as of an angel cry. — 

The voice of him, who at our side 

Sat through the golden eventide, 

Of him, who on thy altar's-blaze 

Rose fire-winged, with his song of praise I 
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" Rejoice o'er Israel's broken cliain, 
Graj^ mother of tlie mighty slwn ! 
Bejoice ! " it cried, " He vanquiaheth I 
The strong in life is strong in death ! 

" To him shall Zorah's daughters raise 
Through eotuing years their hymns of praise, 
And gray old men, at evening tell 
Of all he wrought for Israel. 

*' And they wto ang and they who hear 
Alike shall hold thy memory dear. 
And pour their hlesangs on thy head, 
Oh, mother of the mighty dead 1 " 

It ceased : and though a sound I heard 
Aa if great wings the still ^r stirred, 
1 only saw the Barley sheaves, 
And hills half hid hy olive leaves. 

I bowed my face, in awe and fear, 

On the dear child who sliuubered near, 

" With me, as with my only son. 

Oh Godl" Is^d, "Thy will be doneI" 



THE CITIES OF THE PLAIN. 

" Get ye up from the wrath of God's terrible daj 
tingirded, unsandalled, arise and away I 
Tis the vintage of blood — 'tis the fulness of time, 
And vengeance shall gather the harvest of trime 1 ' 

The warning was spoken — the righteous had gone, 
And the proud ones of Sodom were feasting iJone ; 
All gay was the banquet — the revel was long, 
WitEfliepounngof wine and the breathing of song. 
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Twas an evening of beauty ; the air was perfume, 
The earth was all greenness, the trees were all 

bloom; 
And softly the delicate viol was heard. 
Like the murmur of love or the notes of a hird. 

And beautiful maidens moved down in the dance, 
With the magic of motion and sunshine of glance: 
And white arms wreathed lightly, and tresses fell 

free. 
As the plumage of birds in some tropical tree. 

Where the shrines of foul idols were lighted on high, 
And wantonness 1«mpted the lust of the eye ; 
Midst rites of obsceuenesa, strange, loathsome, ab- 
horred, 
The blasphemer scoffed at the name of the Lord. 

flark 1 the growl of the thunder— the quaking of 

earth 1 
Woe — woe to the worship, and woe to the mirth I 
The Hack sky has opened—- there's flame in the 

The red arm of vengeance is lifted and bare 1 

Then the shriek of the dying rose wild where the 

And the low tone of love had been whispered along; 
Tor the fierce flames went lightly o'er palace aud 

Like the red tongues of demons, to blast and devour ! 

Down — down, on the fallen, the red ruin rained. 
And the reveller sank with his wine-cup undvained; 
The foot of the dancer, the music's loved thrill, 
And the shout and the laughter grew suddenly stilL 

The last throb of anguish was fearfully given ; 
The last eye glared forth in its madness on Heaven I 



MIBCELLANKOUS. 



The last sroan of horror rose wildly and vain, 
And deatli brooded over the pride of the Plain I 



THE CRUCIFIXION. 

SmiLiGHT upon Judea's hills ! 

And on the waves of Galilee— 
On Jordan's atream, and on the tills 

That feed (he dead and sleeping sea I 
Moit freshly from the green wood springs 
The light breeze on its scented wings ; 
And gayly quiver in the nun 
The cedar tops of Lebanon I 

A few more hours — a change hath come ! 

The sky is dark without a cloud 1 
The shouts of wrath and joy are dumb, 

And proud knees unto earth are bowed. 
A change is on the hill of Death, 
The helmed watchers pant for breath, 
And turn with wild and maniac eyes 
From the dark scene of sacrifice I 

That Sacrifice 1— the death of Him— 

The High and ever Holy One 1 
Well may the conscious Heaven grow '^l■''] 

And blacken the beholding Sun 
The wonted light hath fled away, 
Night settles on the middle day. 
And earthquake from his cavemed bed 
Is waking with a thrill of dread I 

The dead are waking underneath 1 
Their prison door is rent away I 

And, ghaatJy with the seal of death, 
They wander in the eye of day I 
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The temple of the Cherubim, 
The House of God is eold and dim ; 
A eurse is on ils trembling walls, 
Its mighty veil asunder fafls I 

Well may the cavern-depths of Earth 

Be shaken, and her mountains nod; 

Well may the sheeted dead come fordi 

To gaze upon a suffering God I 
Well may the temple-shrine grow dim, 
And shadows veil the Cherubim, 
When He, the chosen one of Heaven, 
A sacrifice for guilt is given I 

And shall the sinful heart, alone. 

Behold unmoved the atoning hour, 
When Nature trembles on her throne. 
And Death resigns his iron power ? 
Oh, ahall the heart — ^whose sinfulnesa 
Gave keenness to his sore distress, 
And added tfl hia tears of blood— 
Refuse its trembhng gratitude I 



THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM 

Whkre Time the measure of his hours 
By changeful bud and blossom keeps. 

And like a young bride crowned with flowers, 
Fair Shiraz ia her garden sleeps; 

Where, to her poet's turban stone, 

ITie Spring her sift of flowers imparts, 

Less sweet than those his thoughts have sown 
In the warm soil of Persian hearts: 
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There sat the stranger, where the shade 
Of scattered date-trees thinly lay, 

While in the hot dear heaven delayed 
The long, and stJH, and weary day. 

Strange trees and fruiM above him hung, 
Strange odors filled the sidwy air. 

Strange i>irda upon the branches swung, 
Strajige insect voices murmured there. 

And strange bright blossoms shone around, 
Turned sunward from the shadowy howen, 

Aa if the Gheber's soul had found 
A Mng home in Iran's flowers. 

Wbate'er he saw, whate'er he heard. 
Awakened feelings new and sad, — 

No Christian garb, nor Christian word. 
Nor church with Sabbath bell chimes glad, 

But Moslem graves, with turban stones, 

And mosque-spires gleaming white, in view. 

And gray-beard MoUahs in low tones 
Chanting their Koran service through. 

The flowers which smiled on either hand 
Like tempting fiends, were such as they 

Which once, o'er all that Eastern land. 
As gifts on demon altars lay. 

Aa if the burning eve of Baa! 

The servant of his Conqueror knew, 
From skies which knew no cloud;^ veil. 

The Sun's hot glances smote him through 

" Ah me 1" the lonely stranger said, 

« The hope which led my footsteps on. 
And light from Heaven around them shed, 
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" Where are the barvest fields all white. 
For Truth to thrust her sickle in 'i 

Where flock the souls, like doves in flight, 
From the dark hiding-place of sun V 

•" A alent horrof broods o'er all — 

The burden of a hatefiil spell — 
The very flowers around recall 

The hoary magi's rites of hell 1 

" And what am I, o'er such a land 
The banner of the Cross to bear ? 

Dear Lord, uphold me with thy hand, 
Thy strength with human weakness shar* 

He ceased ; for at his very feet 
In mild rebuke a floweret smiled — 

How thrilled his sinking heart to greet 
"The Star-flower of the Vb^n's child I 

., ^u je wandering Frank, It drew 
,u, ufe from alien air and earth, 
And told to Paynim aun and dew 
The story of the Saviour's birth. 

From scorching beams, in kindly mood. 
The Persian plants its beauty screened ■ 

And on its pagan sisterhood. 

In love, the Christian floweret leaned. 

Wittf tears of joy tne wanderer felt 

The darkness of his long despair 
Before that hallowed symbol melt, 

Which God's dear bve had nurtured thert 
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And Magian pile and Paynim bower 
In peace hke that of Eden slept 
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Each Moslem tomb, and cypress old, 
Looked holy throuph tLc sunset air ; 

And angel-ILke, the Muezzin told 

From tower and mosque the hour of prayer. 

With cheerful steps, the morrow's dawn 
From Shiraz saw the stran^^r part ; 

The Star-flower of the Virfrin-Born 
Still blooming in his hopetiil heart I 



One hymn more, O my lyre I 

Praise to the God ahove, 

Of joy antl life and love, 
Sweeping its strings of fire 1 

)h I who the speed of bird and wind 
And sunbeam's glance will lend to me, 

That, soaring upward, I may find 

My resting-place and home in Thee ? — 

Thou, whom my soul, midst doubt and gloom, 
Adoreth with a fervent flame — 

Mysterious spirit I unto whom 

Smftly my Ivre'a soft murmtirs go, 

Up from the cold aJid joyless earth, 
BacK to the God who bade them flow, 

Whose moving spirit sent them fordu 
But as for me, O God I for me. 

The lowly creature of thy will, 
lingering and sad, 1 agh to Thee, 

An earth-bound pilgrim still I 
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Whs not my spirit bom to shine 

Where yonder stars and suns are glowing? 
To breathe with them the light divine, 

From God's own holy aiiar flowing ? 
To be, indeed, whate'er the soul 

In dreams hath thirsted for so lon^ — 
A portion of Heaven's glorioui whofe 

Of loveliness and eong ? 

Oh ! walthers of the stars at night. 

Who breathe their fire, as we the air — 
Suns, thunders, stars, and rays of light, 

Oh I say, is Ho, the Eternal, there ? 
Bend there around his awful throne 

The seraph's glance, the angel's knee ? 
Or are thy inmost depths his own, 

O wild and mighty sea ? 

Thoughts of my soul, how swill ye gol 

Swift as the eagle's glance of fire. 
Or arrows from the archer's bow. 

To the far dm of your desire 1 
Thought at\er thought, ye thronging rise. 

Like spring-doves from the startled wood, 
Bearing like them your sacrifice 

Of music unto God I 

And shall these thoughts of joy and love 

Come back again no more to me ? — 
Returping like the Patriarch's doro 

Wing-weaip" from the eternal sea. 
To bear within my longing arms 

The promise-bough of kindlier skieB, 
Plucked from the green, immortal palml 

Which shadow Paradise ? 

All-moving spirit 1 — freely forth 

At thy command the strong wind goes; 

Ila errand to the passive earth. 
Nor art can stay, nor strength oppose, 
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Until it folds its weary wing 

Once more within tlie liand di^e ; 

So, weary from its wandering, 
My spirit turns to tiune 1 

Cliild of the se^ the mountain stream, 

From ifa dark caverns, hurries on, 
Ceaseless, by night and morning's beam, 

B^ evening's star and noontide's aim, 
Until at last it sinks to rest, 

O'erwearied, in the waiting sea. 
And moans upon its mother's breast — 

So turns my sonl to Thee I 

Thou who bidst the torrent flow. 

Who lendeat wings unto the wind — 
Mover of all thingsT where art tlwu? 

Oh, wbither shall I go to find 
The secret of thy resting-place ? 

Is there no holy wing ior me. 
That, soaring, I may search the apace 

Of highest heaven for Thee ? 

Oh, would I were as free to rise 

As leaves on Autumn's whirlwind bomo — 
The arrowy light of sunset skies. 

Or sound, or ray, or star of morn 
Which melts in heaven at twilight's close, 

Or aught which soars unchecked and free 
Tlirough Earth and Heaven ; that I might lose 

Myself in finding Thee I 



When the breath divine is flowing, 
Zephyr-like o'er al! things going. 
And as the touch of viewless fingers. 
Softly on my sou] it lingers. 
Open to a breath the lightest, 



C<,„glc 



Conscious of a touch the slightest — 
As some calm still lake, whereon 
Sinks the suowy-bosomed swan, 
And the glistening water-rings 
Circle round her moving wings : 
When my upward gaze ia turning 
Where the stars of heaven are bumi:^ 
Through the deejj and dark abyss — 
Flowers of midnight's wilderness, 
Blowing with the evening's breath 
Sweetly in their Maker's path : 

When the breaking da)[ ia flushing 
All the East, and fight is gushing 
Upward througb the horizon's haze, 
Sheaf-like, with ita thousand rays 
Spreading, until all above 
Overflows with joy and love. 
And below, on earth's green bosom, 
All ia changed to light and blossom: 

When my waking fancies over 
Forms of brightness flit and hover, 
Holy as the seraphs are, 
Who by Zion's lountains wear 
On then- foreheads, white and broad, 
" Holiness unto the Lord I " 
When, inspired with rapture high, 
It wonld seem a single sigh 
Could a world of love create — 
That my life could know no date, 
And my eaeer thoughts could fill 
Heaven ana Earth, o'erflowing still I— 

Then, Father!— Thou alone, 

From the shadow of Thy throne, 

To the sighing of my breast 

And its rapture answerest. 

Ah my thoughts, which, upward winjji^ 
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Bathe where thy own light is epringinf^ 
All my yearnings to be Free 
Are as echoes answering Thee 1 

Seldom upon lips of mine 

Father I rests that name of thine— 

Deep within my inmost breast. 
In the secret place of mind, 
Like an awful presence shrined, 

Doth the dread idea rest I 

Hushed and holy dwells it there — 

Prompter of the silent prayer. 

Lifting up my spirit's eye 

And its faint, hut earnest cry, 

From its dark and cold abode, 

Unto Uiee, my Guide and Godl 



THE FEMALE MARTYR. 



Heard a ^.. _ , .^ 

Harsh fell the tread of hasty feet — 

Glanced through the darlt the coarse white shret— 

Her coffin and her pall. 

" What — only one I " The brutal hackman &aid. 

As, with an oath, he spumed away the dead. 

How sunk the inmost hearts of all, 

As rolled that dead-uart slowly by, 
With creaking wheel and harsh hoof-fall I 
The dying turned him to the wa'I, 

To hear it and to die I — 
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Onward it rolled ; while oft ita driver stayed, 
And hoarsely clamored, " Ho ! — bring out your 

It paused beside the burial-place ; 

" Toss in your load I "—and il was done. — 
With quick hand and averted face, 
Hastily to the grave's embrace 

Tliey cast them, one by one — 
Stranger and friend — the evil and the jost^ 
Togewer trodden in the churchyard dust 1 

And thou, young martyr ! — thou wast ther^— 

No white-robed sisters round thee tn>d — 
Nor holy hymn, nor funeral prayer 
iBose through the damp and noisome air. 

Giving thee to thy God ; 
Nor flower, nor cross, nor hallowed taper gave 
Grace to the dead, and beauty to the grave I 

Tet, gentle sufferer I — there shall be, 

In every heart of kindly feeling, 
A rita as holy paid tn thee 
As if beneath the convent-tree 

Thy sisterhood were kneeling, 
At vesper hours, like sorrowing angels, keeping 
Their tearfid watch around thy place of sleeping 

For thou wast one in whom the light 

Of Heaven's own love was kindled welL 
Enduring with a martyr's might, 
Through weary day and wakeful night, 

Far more than words may tell ; 
Gentle, and meek, and lowly, and unknown — 
Thy mercies measured by thy God alone I 

Where manly hearts were fiiiling, — where 

The throngful street grew foulwith death, 
O higVsouled martyr ! — thou wast there, 
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Inlialing from the loatlisome air. 

Poison with every breath, 
let shrinking not from offices of dread 
For the wrung dying, and the unconscioua deacL 

And, where the sickly taper shed 

Its li"ht through^vapors, damp, confined, 

Huahea as a seraph's fell thy tread — 

A new Electra by the bed 
Of suffering human-kind ! 

Pointing the spirit, in its dark dismay, 

To that pure hope which fadeth not away. 

Innocent teacher of the hl"h 

And holy mysteries of Heaven ! 
How turned to thee each glaaing eye, 
In mute and awful sympathy, 

As thy low prayers were pven ; 
And the o'ep-hovering Spoiler wore, the while, 
An angel's features — a deliverer's smile I 

A blessed task !— -and worthy one 

Who,' turning from the world, as thou, 
Before life's paUiway had begun 
To leave its spring-time flower and aun, 

Had sealed her early vow ; 
Giving to God her beauty and her youth. 
Her pure aSbetions and her guileless truth. 

Earth may not claim thee. Nothing here 
Could be for thee a meet reward ; 

Thine is a treasure far more dear — 

Eye hath not seen it, nor the ear 
Of living mortal heard, — 

The joys prepared— the promised bliss aboTO— ■ 

The holy presence of Eternal Love 1 
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The deeds by martial manhood wrought, 
The lofty energies of thought, 

The &^ of poesy — 
These have hut frail and fading honors ; — tbinB 
Shall Time unlo Eternity consign. 

Tea, and when thrones shall crumble down, 
And human pride and grandeur fall, — 

The herald'a line of long renown — 

The nutre and the kincly crown- 
Perishing glories allT 

TTie pure devotion of thy generous heart 

Bhalllive in Heaven, of which it was a part 



THE FKOST SPIRIT. 

Hb comes — he cornea — the Frost Spirit comes I 

You may trace his footsteps now 
On tie naked woods and the hlasted fields and the 

brown hill's withered brow. 
He has smitten the leaves of the gray old tree* 

where their pleasant green came forth, 
And the winds, which follow wherever he goe*, 

have shaken them down to earth. 



From the icy bridge of the Northern seas, which 

the white bear wanders o'er — 
Where the fisherman's sail is stiff with ice, and 

the luckless forms below 
[q tbe sunless cold of the lingering night into 

marble statues grow I 
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And the dark Norwegian pines have bowed aa hii 

fearful breath went past. 
With an unscorohed wing he has hurried on, where 

the fires of Heela glow 
On die darkly beautiful stj above and the ancient 

He comes — he comes — the Frost Spirit comes t— 

and the quiet lake ehall feel 
The torpid touch of his glazing breath, and ring to 

the skater's heel ; 
And the streams which danced on the broken rocka, 

or sang to the leaning grass, 
Shall bow a^ain to their wmter chain, and in 

mournful silence pasa. 

He comes — he comes — the Frost Spirit cornea I— 
let us moot him as we may, 

And turn with the light of the parlor-fire his aril 
power away; 

And gather closer the circle round, when that fire- 
light dances high, 

And laugh at the shriek of the baffled Fiend aa hii 
sounding wing goes by I 



THE VAUDOIS TEACHER. =3 
" Oh, lady feir, these silks of mine are beautiful 

The richest web of the Indian loom, which beauty's 

queen might wear; 
And my jiearla are pure as thy own fair neck, with 

whose radiant li^ht they vie ; 
I have brought them with me a weary way, — will 

my gentb lady buy V " 
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And the ladj- smiled on the worn old man through 

the dark and clustering curls, 
Which reiled her brow as she bent to yiew his ailka 

and glittering pearls ; 
And she placed their price in the old man's hand, 

and lightly turned away, 
But she paused at the wanderer's earnest call — 

" My gentle lady, stay I " 

" Oh, lady f^r, I have yet a gem which a purer 
lustre flings, 

Than the diamond flash of the jewelled crown on 
the lofty brow of kinga — 

A wonderfiil pearl of exceeSng price, whMe virtue 
shall not decay. 

Whose light shall be as a spell to thee and a bless- 
ing on thy way I " 

The lady glanced at the mirroring steel where her 
form of grace was seen. 

Where her eye shone clear, and her dark locks 
waved their clasping pearls between ; — 

Bring forth thy pearl of esceeding worth, thou trav- 
eller nray and old — 

And name the price of thy precious gem, and my 
page shall count thy gold. 

The cloud went off from the pilgrim's brow, as a 

small and meagre book, 
Dnchased with gold or gem of cost, from his folding 

robe he took 1 
"Here, lady fair, is the pearl of price, may it prove 

as such to thee I 
Nay — keep thy gold— I ask it not, for the word of 

Godisfreel" 

The hoary traveller went his way, but the eift he 

left behind 
Hath had its pure and perfect work on that hig^ 

bom maiden's mind. 



SU uiecBLLANEooa. 

And she bath turned from the pride of ain to tiie 

lowliness of truth, 
And ^ven her human heart to God in t(s beautiful 

hour of youth ! 

And she hath left the gray old halls, where an evil 

faith had power, 
The courtly knighta of her father's tr^n, and the 

maidens of her bower ; 
And she hath gone to the Vaudois vales by lordly 
feet untrod, 

oor and needy of earth are rich in the 
it love of God I 



THE CALL OF THE CHRISTIAN. 

Not always aa the whirlwind's rufih 

On Horeb's mount of fear, 
Not always as the burning bush 

To Midian'a ahepherd seer, 
Nor aa the awful voice whioh came 

To larael'a prophet barda, 
Nor as the tongues of cloven flame. 

Nor gift of tearful words — 

Not always thus, with outward sign 

Of fire or voice fix)m Heaven, 
The message of a truth divine, 

The call of God ia given I 
Awaking in the human heart 

IjOve for the true and right — 
Zeal for the Christian's "better part," 

Strength for the Christian's fight 
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Warm with a rapture not its own, 

The heart of woman feels I 
As she who by Samaria's wall 

The Saviour's errand sought — 
Aa those who with the fervent Paul 

And meek Aquila wrought ; 

Or those meek ones whose martyrdom 

Rome's gathi'red ^andeur saw : 
Or those who in their Alpine home 

Braved the Crusader's war, 
When the green Vaudois, trembhng, hean]. 

Through all its vales of death. 
The martyr's song of triumph poured 

From woman's ftuling breath. 

And gently, by a thousand things 

Which o'er our spirits pass, 
Like breezes o'er the harp's fine strings, 

Or vapors o'er a glass, 
Leaving their token strange and new 

Of music or of shade, 
The summons to the right and true 

And mercifnl is made. 

Oh, then, if gleams of truth and light 

Flash o'er thy waiting mind, 
Unfolding to thy mentd sight 

The wants of human kind; 
If brooding over human grief. 

The earnest wish is known 
To sootliB and gladden with relief 

An anguish not thine own ; 

Though heralded with nought of fear. 

Or outward sl"n or show ; 
Though only to the inward ear 

It whispers soft and low ; 
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Though dropping, as the manna 
Unseen, yet from atiovc, 

Noiseless as dew-fall, beed it we 
Thj Father's call of love ! 



MY SOUL AND 1 

Stand still, my soul, in the silent dark 

I would quegtion thee, 
^one in the shadow drear and stark 

With God and cne I 

What, my soul, was thy errand here ? 

Was it mirth or ease, 
Or hewing up dust from year to year ? 

" Nay, none of these 1 " 

Speak, soul, arigfat in Ms holy sight 

Whose eye looks still 
And steadily on thee through the night : 

" To do his wUl 1 ' 

What hast tbou done, oh soul of mine, 

That thou trembles! so ?— 
Hast thou wrought his task, and kept the 11 

He bade thee go 7 

What, silent all 1— art sad of cheer ? 

Art fearful now ? 
When God seemed far and men were near 

How brave wert thou ? 

Alia I thou tremblest 1 — well I see 

Thou'rt craven ^own. 
I« it so hard with Go3 and me 

To stand alone ? — 
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Summon Ihy sunshine bravery back 

Oh, wretched sprite ! 
Let me hear thj voice through this deep and black 

Abysmal night. 

What hast thou wroiii^ht for Eight and Trulh, 

For God and Man, 
From the goldeu hours of brlght«yed youth 

To Ufe'a mid span ? 

Ah, sou! of mine, thy tones I hear. 

But weak and low, 
Like far sad murmurs on my ear 

They come and go. 

" I have wrestled stoutly with the Wrong, 

And bame the Ridit 
From beneath the footfall of the throna 

To life and light. 

« Wherever Freedom shivered a chtun, 

God speed, ouoth 1 ; 
To Error amidst !ier shouting train 

I gave the lie." 

Ah, Boul of minel ah, soul of minel 

Thy deeds are well : 
Were they wrought for Truth's sake or toi thine t 

My soul, pray tell. 

" Of all the work my hand hath wrought 

Benealh the sky. 
Save a place in kindly human thought, 

No gain have 1." 

Go to, go to ! — for thy very self 

Thy deeds were done ; 
Thou for fame, the miser for pelf, 



.C,(,„glc 



M8 MlSCELl^NEODS. 

And where art thou going, soul of inine ? 

Canst see the end ? 
And whither this troubled life of thina 

Eyermore doth tend ? 

What daunts thee now ? — what shakes thee BO ? 

My sad soul say. 
" I see a cloud lite a curtain low 

Hang o'er my way. 

« Whither I go I cannot tell : 

That cloud hangs black, 
High as the heaven and deep as hell, 

Across my track. 

" I see its shadow coldly enwrap 

The souls before. 
Sadly they enter it, step by step, 

" ^ey shrink, they shudder, dear God ! they kneel, 

To thee in prayer. 
They shut their eyes on the cloud, but feel 

That it still is there. 



" Yet, at times, I see upon sweet pale faces 

A light begin 
To tremble, as d'from holy places 

And shrines within. 

" And at limes methinks their cold lips move 

With hymn and prayer. 
As if somewhat of awe, but more of love 

And hope were '.here. 
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" I call on the souls who have left tie light 

To reveal tbelr lot ; 
1 bend mine ear to that wall of night. 

And they answer not. 

" But I hear around me sighs of pain 

And the cry of fear, 
And a sound like the slow sad dropping of rain, 

Kacli drop a tear I 

" Ah, the cloud is dark, and day by day, 

I aca moving thither: 
1 must pass beneath it on my way — 

God pity me I — Whithek ? " 

Ah, soul of mine ! so brave and wise 

In the life-storm loud, 
Fronting so calmly all human eyes 

In ftie sunlit crowd 1 

Now standing apart with God and me 

Thou art weakness ali, 
Gazing vainly after the things to be 

ttrough Death's dread wall. 

But never for this, never for this 

Was thy being lent; 
For the craven's fear is but selfishness, 

Like his merriment. 

Folly and Fear are sisters twain : 

One closing her eyes, 
The other peopling the dark inane 

With spectral lies. 

Know well, my soul, God's hand control* 

Whate'er thou fearest; 
Bound Him in calmest mudc roOa 

Whate'er thou hearest. 
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ISO miscella:;eoub. 

Wbat to thee Is shadow, to Him is day, 

And the end He knoweth, 
And not on a blind and aimless way 

The spirit goeth. 

Man sees no future — a phantom show 

Is alone before him; 
Past Time is dead, and the grasses grow, 

And flowers bloom o'er him. 

Nothing before, nothin" behind: 

The steps of Faith 
Fall on the seeming void, and find 

The rock beneatli. 

The Present, the Present is all thou hast 

For thy SHre posses«ng ; 
Ldke the patriarch's angel hold it &st 

Till it gives its blessing. 

Why fear the night ? why shrink from Death, 

That phantom wan? 
There is nothing in Heaven or earth beneath 

Save (!od and man. 



Lake warp and woof all destinies 

Are woven fast, 
Linked in sympathy like the keys 



Pluck one thread, and the we6 ye mar; 

Break but one 
Of a thousand keys, and the paining jar 

Through all will run. 
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Oh, restless spirit ! wherefore strain 

Beyond tliy sphere? — 
Heaven and hell, with their joy and pain. 

Are now and hnre. 

Back to thyself is measured well 

All thou hast given ; 
ITly neighbor's wrong Is thy present hell, 

His bliss, thy heaven. 

Anc in life. In death, in dark and light. 

All are in God's care ; 
Sound the black abyss, pierce the deep of night, 

And He la there 1 

All which is real now rcmaineth, 

And faileth never; 
The hand which u[iholds it now, sustaineth 

The soul forever. 

Iveaning on him, make with reverent meekness 

His own thy will, [new 

Anil with strength from Him shall thy utter weak- 
Life's task fulfil ; 

And that cloud itself, which now before thee 

Lies dark in view. 
Shall with beams of light from the inner glory 

Be stricken through. 

And like meaxlow mist through Autumn's dawi 

UprolHn^ thin. 
Its thickest folds when about thee drawn 

Let sunlight in. 

Then of what Is to be, and of what is done, 

Why queries! thou ? — 
The past and the time to be are oie, 

And both are \-ow I 
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How smiled the land of France 
Under thj" blue eye's glance, 

Lijrht-hearted rover I 
Old walla of chateaux gray. 
Towers of an early day, 
Whith the Three Colors play 

Flauntingly over. 

Now midst the brilliant train 
Thronging the banks of Seine : 

Now midst the splendor 
Of the wild Alpine range, 
Waiting with change on change 
Thou"hta In thy young heart strange 

Loyely, and tender. 



Of Jtirza, when, dreaming, 
He saw the long hollow dell, 
Touched by the prophet's apell, 
Into an ocean swell 

With its iaies teeming. 

Cliffs wrapped-in snows of years, 
Splintering with icy spears 

Autumn's blue heaven ; 
*.*oae rock and frozen elide. 



Vaibng their bnir to glide 
I>"¥n~nra Morm-driven! 
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BHne stream, by castle old, 
Baron's and robber's hold. 

Peacefully flowiDg; 
Sweeping tlirou";!i vineyarda gieen. 
Or where the cliffa are seen 
O'er the broad wave between 

Grim shadows throwing. 

Or, where St. Peter's dome 
Smells o'er eternal Rome, 

Vast, dim, and solemn, — 
Hymns ever chanting low — 
Censers swung to and fro — 
Sable stoles sweeping slow 
Cornice and column! 

Oh, as from each and all 
Will there not -voices call 

Evermore back again ? 
In the mind's gallery 
Wilt thou not always see 
Dim phantoms beckon thee 

O'er that old track again 7 

New forma thy presence haunt— 

Sew voices softly chant- 
New faces greet thee) — 

Pilgrims from many a shrine 

Haliowed by poet's line. 

At memory's magic sign. 
Rising to meet thee 

And when such visions come 
TTtiIo tbv olden home, 
Wll they not waken 
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Ml aCELLANEOUS. 

Wbile, at the snnset time, 
Swells the cathedral's ehime, 

Yet, ill thy dreammg, 
While to thy spirit's eye 
Yet the vast mountains lie 
Piled, in the Switzer's sky, 

Ity and gleaming: 

Prompter of silent prayer, 
Be the wild picture there 

In the mind's chamber. 
And, through eath coming day 
Him, who, as staff and slay, 
Watched o'er thy wandering w^, 

Freshly remember. 

So, when the call shall be 
Soon or late unto thee. 

As to all given, 
Still may_ that picture live, 
All its fair forms survive. 
And to thy spirit give 

Gladness in Ueaveu I 



THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE. 



To weary hearts, (o mourning homes, 
God's meekest Anjiel gently tomes: 
No power has he to banish pain. 
Or give us back otir lost (^^ain ; 
And yet in tenderest love, our dear 
And Heavenly Father sends him here. 

There's quiet in that Angel's glance, 
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He mocks no grief with idle cheer, 
Nor wounds with words the mourner'B ea 
But ills and woes he may not cure 
He kindly trains us to endure. 

Angel of Patience I sent to calm 
Otir feverish brows with eoolin" palm; 
To lay the storms of hope and fear, 
And reconiiile life's smile and tear; 
The throbs of wounded pride to still, 
And m^e our own our Father's will 1 

Oh ! thou who moumest on thy way, 
With longinjrs for the close of day; 
He walks wilh thee, that Angel kind, 
And gently whispers " Be resigned : 
Bear up, bear on, the end shall tell 
The dear Lord ordereth all things well ! ' 



Fbibnd of my sou! !- 



Thy mild face gazing ir 

That presence seems before n 

A placid heaven of sweet n 
When dew-like, on the earth below 

Descends the quiet of the skies. 

The calm brow through the parted hair, 
The gentle lips which knew no pile, 

Softenin" the blue eye's thoughtful care 
With the bland beauty of their snule. 
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All me ! — at times that last dread acene 
Of Froat and Fire and moaning Sea, 

Will cast its shade of doubt between 
The filing eyes of Faith and thee. 

Tet, lingering o'er fliy charmed page, 
Where through the twilight iur of earth, 

Alike enthasiast and sage, 

Prophet and bard, thou gazest forth ; 



y inward ear, 
Like whispers from the void Unknown, 
I feel thy living presence here. 

The waves which lull thy body's rest, 
The dust thy pilgrim footsteps trod, 

Unwasted, through each change, attest 
The fixed economy of God. 

Shall these poor elements outlive 

The mind whose kingly will they wrought 1 
Their gross unconsciousness survive 

Thy Godlike energy of thought? 

Thoo livkst. Pollen I — not in vwn 
Hath thy fine spirit meekly home 



Oh I while Life's solemn mystery glooms 
Around us like a dungeon's wall — 

Silent earth's pale and crowded tombs. 
Silent Ih^ heaven which bends o'er all I- 



While day by day our ioved ones glide 
In spectral silence, lushed and kine, 

To the cold shadows which divide 

The living from the dread Unknown; 

While even on the closing eye, 

And on the lip which moves in Tiun, 

The seals of that stem mystery 
Their undiscoyered trust retain ', — 

And only midst the gloom of death, 

Its mournful doubts and hauntine fears, 

Two pale, sweet angels, Hope and Faith, 
Smile dimly on us through their tears; 

lis something to a heart like mine 

To thini ot^thee as living yet ; 
To feel that such a light as thine 

Could not in ntt«r darkness set. 

Less dreary seems the untried way 

Since thou hast left thy footprints there. 

And beams of mournful beauty play 
Bflund the sad Angel's sable hair. 

Oh I — at this hour when half the sky 
Is glorious with its 'svening light, 

And fair broad fields of summer lie 
Hung o'er with greenness in my sight; 

TVhile through these elm boughs wet with rain 
The sunset's golden walls are seen. 

With clover bloom and yellow grain 
And wood-draped hill and stream between; 

I long to know if scenes like this 
Are hidden from an angel's eyes; 

If earth's familiar loveliness 

Haunts not thy heaven's serener i^ea. 
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For sweetly here upon thee grew 
The lesson which that beauty gave. 

The ideal of the Pure and True 
1q earth and sky and gUding wave. 

And it raav be tliat all which lends 
The soul an upward impulse here, 

With a diviner beauty blends, 
And greets us in a holier sphere- 



But be the prying vision veiled. 

And let the seeking lips he dumb, — 

Where even seraph eyes have failed 
Shall mortal hhndness seek to come ? 

We only know that thou hast gone. 

And that the same retumless tide 
Which bore thee from us still glides on, 

And we who mourn thee with it glide. 

On all thou lookest we shall look, 
And to our gaze ere lon^ shall turn 

That page of God's mj-stenous book 
We so much wish, yet dread to learn. 

With Him, before whose awful power 
Thy spirit bent its trerablinp knee ; — 

Who, in the silent m-eeting llower. 
And forest leaf, looked out on thee, — 

We leave thee, with a trust serene. 

Which Time, nor Change, nor Death can mov^ 
While with thy childlike faith we lean 

On Him whose dearest name is Love I 
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OF ESGLAND. 268 



TO THE REFORMERS OF ENGLAND 

God bless ye, bi'others !^n the fight 

For better is yourserse of right 
Than kiag-craft'a triple mail. 

.Than tyrant's law, or bigot's ban 

More mighty is your simplest word ; 
The free heart of an honest man 
Thaa crosier or the sword. 



Let the State aeaffbld rise again — 
Did Freedom die when Russel died ? 

Foiget ye how the blood of Vane 
i>om earth's green bosom cried ? 

The great hearts of your olden time 
Are beating with you, full and strong 

AU holy memories and sublime 
And glorious round ye throng. 

The blufl', bold men of Runnjfmede 
Are with ye still in times like these ; 

The shades of England's mighty dead, 
Your cloud of w^- ' 



The truths ye urge are borne abroad 
]iy every wind and every tide ; 

The voice of Nature and of God 
Speaks out upon vour ^de. 
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The weapons which your hands have found 
Are those whioh Heaven itself has wrought, 

Li^t, Truth, and Lo^e ; — your battle ground 
The free, broad field of Thougbt. 



mple beauty of vou 
Nor lie from throne or altar shakes 
Your steady faith in man. 

The languid pulse of England starts 

And bounds beneath your words of power, 

The beating of her million hearts 
Is with you at this hour I 

Oh, ye who, with undoubtine eyes, 

Through present cloud and gathering storm, 
Behold the span of Freedom's skies. 

And sunshine soft and wann, — 

Press bravely onward !— not in vdn 
Tour generous trust in human kind ; 

The good which bloodshed could not gain 
Your peacetul zeal shall find. 

K«9s on ! — the triumph shall be won 
Of common rights and equal laws. 

He glorious dream of Harrington, 
And Sidney's good old cause. 

Blessing the cotter and the crown, 
Sweetening worn Labor's bitter cup , 

And, plucking not the highest down. 
Lifting the lowest up. 

Press on I — and we who may not share 

The toil or glory of your fight. 
May ask, at least, in earnest prayer. 



Uay as£, at least, in earnest pra 
Cod's blessing on the rigffl I 
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THE qrAKER OF 1 



THE QUAKER OF THE OLDEN TBiE. 

The Quaker of the olden time I — 

How calm and firm and true, 
Ungmtted by its wrong and crime. 

He walked the dark earth tlirougli 
The lust of powur, the love of gtun. 

The thousand lures of sia 
Around him, had no poirer to sttun 

The purilj wiflun. 

With that deep insight which detects 

All great thinga in the small, 
And knows how each man's life affeeta 

The spiritual life of all, 
He walked hy faith and not by sight. 

By love and not by law ; 
The presence of the wrong or right 

He rather felt than saw. 

He felt that wrong with wrong partake^ 

That nothing stands alone. 
That whoso ^yes the motive, makes 

His brother's sin his own. 
And, pau^ng not for doubtild choice 

Of evils great or small, 
He hstenea to that inward voice 

Which called away from all. 

Oh 1 Spirit of that early day, 

Soj>ure and strong and true, 
Be with us in the narrow way 

Our faithful fathers knew. 
Give strength the evil to forsake, 

TTie cross of Truth to bear. 
And love and reverent fear t« make 

Our daily Eves a prayer I 
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THE REFOIIBIEK. 



All grim ftQil soiled and lirown with tan, 

1 saw a Strong One, in liis wrath, 
Smiting the godless shrinee of man 
Along hia path. 

The Church beneath her tremhUng dome 

Eisayed in vain her gho£tiy chana : 
Wealth Ehook within his gilded home 
With strange alarm. 

Fraud from his secret chambers Red 

Before the sunlight bursting in : 

Sloth drew her pillow o'er her head 

To drown the din. 

" Spare " Art, implored, " yon holy pile ; 

That grand, old, time-worn turret spare } 
Meek Reverence, kneeling in the aisle, 
Cried out, " Forbear 1 " 

Gray-bearded Use, who, deaf and blind, 
Groped for his old accustomed stone, 
Leaned on his staff, and wept, to find 
His seat o'erthrown. 

Young Romance raised his dreamy eye*, 

O'erhung with paly locks of gold: 

" Why smite," he asked in sad surprise, 

" The fair, the old ? " 

Yet louder rang the Strong One's strokBj 

Yet nearer flashed his ase's gleam ; 
Shaddering and sick of heart I woke, 
As from a dream. 
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TKB RBFOSUSB. Ifl 

I loofeed ; awde the dust-cloud rolled — 
The Waster seemed (he Builder too; 
Up spriaging from (he mined Old 
I saw the New. 

Twaa but the ruin of the bad — 

The wasting of the wrong aad ill ; 
Whate'er of good the old tune had 
Was living still. 

Calm grew ihe brows of him I feared ; 

The frown which awed me passed away, 
And left behind a smile which cheered 
Like breaking day. 

The firain grew green on battle-plaina, 

O'er swarded war-mounds ^raseil the cowj 
The slave stood forging trom his chains 
The spade aud plough. 

Where frowned the fort, pavilions pay 

And cottage windows, floweiventwinod, 
Looked out upon the peaceful hay 
And hills benind. 

Throngh vine-wreathed cups with wine once red 

The lights on brimmins crj-etal fell, ' 
Drawn, sparkling, frem the rivulet head 
And mossy well. 

Through prison walls, like Heaven-sent hope. 
Fresh breezes blew, and sunbeams strayed, 
And with the idle gallows-rf>j^e 

The young child piayed. 

Where the doomed victim in his cell 
Had counted o'er Ibe weary hours. 
Glad school-girls, answering to the bell, 
Came crowned with flowers. 
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Grown wiser for tlie lesson f^ven, 
I fear no longer, for 1 know 



The outworn rite, the old abuse. 

The pious fraud transparent grown, 
The good held captive in the use 
Of wrong alone — 

These wait their doom, from that great law 
Which makes the past time serve to-day; 
And fresher life the world shall draw 
From their decay. 

Oh ! backward-looking son of time ! — 

The new is old, the old is new, 
The cycle of a ehaoge sublime 
Still sweeping through. 

So wisely taught the Indian seer ; 

Destroying Seva, forming Brahm, 
Who w^e by turns Earth's love and fear, 
Axe one, the same. 

As idly as, in that old day. 

Thou mournest, did thy sires repine, 
So, in his IJme, thy child grown gray, 
Shall sigh for thine. 

Tet, not the less for them or thou 

The eternal step of Progress beats 

To that great atithem, calm and slow. 

Which God repeats I 

Take heart ! — the Waster builds again— 

A charmed life old goodness hath ; 
The tares may perish — but the gr^n 
Is not for death. 
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THE PRISONEU I 



God works in all tMngs ; all obey 

His firat propulsion from tbe ntght: 

Bo, waite and watch ! — the world is gray 

With morning light 1 



THE PRISONER FOR DEBT. 

Look on him ! — through his dungeon gral« 

Feebly and cold, the morning light 
Corned stealing round him, dim and late, 

As if it loathed the sight. 
Reclining on his strawy bed, 
His hand upholds hb drooping head — 
His bloodless cheek is seamed and hard, 
Unshorn bis gray, neglected beard ; 
And o'er his bony fingers flow 
H'l long, dishev^ed locks of snow, 

Ko graleful fire before him glows. 
And yet the winter's breath is clull ; 

And o'er his half-clad person goes 
The frequent ague thrill ! 

Silent, save ever and anon, 

A sound, half murmur and half groan, 

Forces apart the pEUnful grip 

Of the old sufferer's bearded lip; 

sad and crushing is the fate 

Of <dd age chwned and desolate I 

Just God I why lies that old man there f 

A murderer shares his prison bed, 
Whose eye-balls, through bis horrid hair, 

Gleam on him, fierce and red ; 
And the rude oath and heartless jeer 
Fall ever on his loathing ear, 
Ajid, or in wakefulness or sleep, 
Nerre, flesh, and pulses thrill and creep 
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MIBCEXIAMEO US. 



What has the gray-haired prisoner done 7 
Has murder stained liis haJids with gore 
Not so ; his crime's a Ibuler one ; 

God made tub old man poor I 
For this he shares a felon's cell — 
The fittest earthly Wpe of hell I 
For this, the bona for which he poured 
His young blood on the invader's sword, 
And counted light the fearful cost — 
His blood-giuned hberty is lost I 

And so, for such a place of rest, 

Old prisoner, dropped thy blood as Kdn 
On Concord's field, and Bunker's crest, 

And kSaratoga's plain ? 
Look forth, thou man of many scars. 
Through thy dim dungeon's iron bars; 
It must be joy, in sooth, to see 
Yon monument upreared to thee— 
I'iled granite aud a prison cell — 
The land repays thy service well ! 

Go, ring the bells and fire the guns, 
And fling the starry banner out; 
Shout " Freedom 1 " hll your lisping onei 

Give hack their cradle-shout: 
Let boastful eloquence declaim 
Of honor, Uberty, and fame ; 
Still let the poet's strain be heard. 
With glory for each second word. 
And every thing with breath agree 
To praise " our glorious liberty I " 

But when the patron cannon jars, 
That prison's cold aud gloomy wall 

And through its grates iJie stripes and star 
lUsii on the wind aud fall — 
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rhink ye that prisoner's aged ear 
Reioiues in the geoeral cheer? 
Think ve his dim and failing eye 
Is kindled at your pageantry ? 
Sorrowing of soul, and chained of limb, 
What is your carnival to him ? 

Down with the la^ that binds bun tbni 1 

Unworthy freemen, let it find 
Ko refiige from the withering curse 

Of God and human kind f 
Open the prison's living tomb, 
And usher from its brooding gloom 
The vietims of your eaviKe code, 
To the free sun and air of God ; 
No longer dare as crime to brand 
The cbasteniny; of the Almighty's hand. 



The suns of eighteen centuries have shone 

Since the Redeemer walked with man, and made 

The fisher's boat, the cavern's floor of stone, 
And mountain moss, a pillow for his head ; 

And He, who wandered with the peasant Jew, 
And broke with pubhcans the bread of shame. 
And drank, with blessings in hia Father's name, 

The water which Samaria's outcast drew. 

Hath now his temples upon every shore, 

Altar and shrine and priest, — and incense dim 
Evermore riang, with lorn prayer and hymn, 

From lips which press the temple's marble floor. 

Or kiss the gilded sign of the dread Cross He bora 
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Yet as of old, when, meekly " doing good," 
He fed a blind and selfish multitude, 
And even the poor companions of his lot 
With their dim earthly vbion knew liim not, 

How ill are his hi^h teachings understood 1 
Where He hath spoken Liberty, the priest 

At his own altar binds the chain anew ; 
Where He hath bidden to Life's equal feast, 

The starving many wait upon the few ; 
Where He hath spoken Peace, his name hath been 
The loudest war-cry of contending men ; 
Priests, nale with vigils, in his name have blessed 
The unsheathed sword, and laid the spear in rest, 
Wet the war-banner with their sacred wine. 
And crossed its blazon with the holy sinu ; 
Yea, in his name who bade the erring liTe, 
And daily taught his leasi^n — \o foi^ve ! — 

Twisted the cord and edged the murderous steel { 
And, with his wordn of meroy on their lips. 
Hang gloating o'er the pincer's burning grips, 

And the gnm horror of the straining wheel; 
Fed the slow flame which gnawed the victnn's limb. 
Who saw before bis searing eye-balls swim 

The image oflheir Christ in cruel zeal, 
Through the black torment-smoke, held raockinglj 



The blood which mingled with the desert sani, 

And beaded with its red and ghastly dew 
The vines and olives of the Holy Land— 

The shrieking curses of the hunted Jew — 

The white-sown bones of hetetics, where'er 

They sank beneath the Crusade's holy spear — 

Goa's dark dungeons — Malta's sea-washed cell. 

Where with the hymns the ghostly fathers sung 

Mingled the groans by subtle torture wrong. 



Heaven's anthem blending witb the sbriek of leUI 
The midni-ht of Bartholomew— the stake 

Of SmithSeld, and that thrice-accuraed ilanie 
Which Calyin kindled by Geneva's lake- 
New Englanii'3 scaffold, and the priestly aneer 
Which mocked its victims in that hour of fear. 

When guilt itself a hmnan tear might c\ma, — 
Bear witness, Thou wronged and merciful One I 
That Earth's most hateful crimes have in thy nama 
been done I 



Thank (Jod I that I have lived to see the time 
When the great truth begins at last to flnd_ 
An utterance from the deep heart of mankmd, 
Earnest and clear, that all Revenge ib CkimkI 
That man is holier than a creed, — that all 

Restraint upon hun must consult his good, 
Hope's sunshine linger on his prison wall, 

And Love look in upon his solitude. 
The beautiful lesson which our Sariour taught 
Through long, dark centuries its may hath wrougM 
Into the common mind and popular thought; 
And words, to which by GaElee's lake shore 
Tlie humble fishers listened with hushed oar, 
Have found an echo in the general heart. 
And of the public faith become a liting part. 

Who shall arrest this tendency ?— Bring back 
Tbe cells of Venice and the bigot's rack ? 
Hanlen the softening human heart a^in 
To cold indifference to a brother's pam 7 
Ye Aost unhappy men !— who, turned away 
From the mild sunshine of the Gospel_day,_ 

Grope in the shadows of Man's twilight time, 
What mean ve, that with ghoul-like zest ye brood. 
O'er tjioae foul altars streaming with warm blood, 
Pemutted in another age and clime ? 
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Why cite that law with which the higot Jew 
Rebuked the Pagan's mercy, when he knew 
No evil in the Just One ?— Wherefore turn 
To the dark eniel past ? — Can ye not learn 
From the pure Teacher's life, how mildly &ee 
l^thegreat Oospel of Humanity ? 
The Flaraen's knife is bloodless, and no more 
Hexidi's altara soak with human irore, 
No more the ghastly sacrifices smoke 
Through the (treen arches of the Druid's oak ; 
And ye of milder faith, with vour high claim 



D ye become the Druids of our IJme ? 

Set up your scaffold-altars in our land. 
And, eonsocrators of Law's dariteet crime, 

Urge to its loathsome work the hangman's hand T 
Beware— lest human nature, mused at last, 
From its peeled shoulder your incumbrance caa^ 

And, sick to loathing of your cry for blood. 
Rank ye with those wiio led their vietima round 
The Celt's red altar and the Indian's mound, 



THE HUMAN SACRIFICE. 



Far from his close and noisome cell, 

By grassy lane and sunny stream, 
Blown clover field and strawberry dell, 
And green and meadow freshness, fell 

The footsteps of his dream. 
Again from careless feet the dew 

Of summer's misty mom he shook ; 
A^Q with merry heart he threw 

ffis light line in the rippling brook. 
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THK HITMAN SACRIFICE. 

Bad crowded all Lis school-day jots — 

He ur|;ed the ball and quoit agam, 
And heard the shout of lautrluns boya 
Come riiisinjc down the walnut glen. 
Ag^n he felt the western breeze. 

With aeent of flowers and crisping tay; 
And down again through wind-atirred treei 
He saw the ouivering sunlight play. 
An angel in nome's vino-hung door, 
He saw hia sister «nile once more ; 
Once more the truant's brown-locked head 
Upon his mother's knees was laid, 
And sweetly lulled to slumber there, 
With evening's holy hymn and prayer 1 



He wobe. At once on heart and bran 
The present Terror rushed again- 
Clanked on hie limbs the felon's chain 1 
He woke, to hear the church-tower tell 
Time's footfall on the conscious bell. 
And, shuddering, feel that clanging din 
His life's last hour had ushered id ; 
To see within his prison yard. 
Through the small window, iron barred, 
The gallows shadow rising dim 
Between the sunrise heaven and him, — 
A horror in God's blessed air — 

A blackness in his morning light — 
like some foul devil-altar there 

Built up by demon hands at night. 

And, maddened by that evil sight. 
Dark, horrible, confused, and strange, 
A chaos of wild, weltering change. 
All power of eheek and guidance gone, 
IHzzy and blind, hia mind swept on. 
ii vain he strove Ui breathe a prayer, 

In vain he turned llie Holy Booi, 
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He only heard the gallows-stajr 

Creek as the wind jte timbers ahook. 

No dream for him of sin for^ven, 
While still that baleful spectre stood, 
With its hoarse murmur, ''■Blood for Btoodt' 

Between him and the pitying Heaven 1 



Low on his dungeon floor he knelt, 

And smote his breast, and on his chtun, 
Whose iron clasp he always felt; 

His hot tears fell like rain; 
And near him, with the cold, ealm look 
And tone of one whose formal part, 
Unwarmed, unsoftaned of the heart, 
Is measured out by rule and book, 
Vi'itii placid lip and tranquil blood, 
The hangman's ghostly ally stood. 
Blessing with solemn (est and word 
The gallows-drop and strangling cord; 
Lending the sacred Gospel's awe 
And sanction to the crime of Law. 



He saw the victim's tortured brow — 

The sweat of anguish starting tliere — 
The record of a nameless woe 

In the dim eye's imploring stare, 

Seen hideous through the long, damp bui^~ 
Fingers of ghastly skin and bone 
Working and writhing on the stone ! — 
And heard, by mortaf terror wrunf 
From heaving breast and stiffen ed'tongue, 

The choking sob and low hoarse prayer j 
As o'er his h^-crazed fancy eame 
A vision of the eternal flame — 
Its smoking cloud of agonies— 
Its demon-worm that never die« — 
The everlasting rise and fall 
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THE HtTMAX SACRIFICE. 2 

Of fire-waves round the mfornal wall; 
While high above that dark red flood, 
Black, giant-lilte, the gallowa atood; 
Two biisj- fienils atlemling there ; 
One with cold mi>oking rite aud prayer, 
The other with impatient grasp, 
"nghtening the death-rope'a strangling elaap 



The uafelt rite at length was done — 

The prayer unheard at length was said — 
An hour had passed : — the noon-day aim 

Smote on the features of the dead I 
And he who stood the doomed beside. 
Calm gauger of the swelling tide 
Of mortal agony and fear. 
Heeding with curious eye and ear 
Whala'er revealed the keen excess 
Of man's extremest wretchedness ; 
And who in that dark anguish saw 

An earnest of the victun's fat«. 
The vengeful terrors of God's law, 

The kindlings of Eternal hate— 
The first drops of that fiery rain 
Which heats the dark rod realm of paiti^- 
Did he uplift his earnest cries 

Against the crime of Law, which gave 

Hia brother to that fearful grave. 
Whereon Hope's moonlight never lies, 

Ai)d Faith's white blossoms never wave 
Tc the soft breath of Memory's aghs ; — 
Which sent a spirit marred and stmned, 
By fiends of sin possessed, profaned, 
In madness and in blindness stark. 
Into (he silent, unknown dark ? 
No — from the wild and shrinking dread 
With which he saw the victim led 

Beneath the dark veil which divides 
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Eier the living from the dead, 

And Nature's solemn secret hides, 
The man of prayer can only draw 
New reasons for his bloody law ; 
New laithin staying Murder's hand 
^ murder at that Law's command ; 
New reverence for the gallows-rope. 
As human nature's latest hope ; 
Last relic of the good old lime, 
When Power found license for its crime, 
And held a writhing world in check 
By that fell cord about its neck ; 
Stifled Sedition's rising shout, 
Choked the j-oung breath of Freedom out, 
And timely checked the words which spror^ 
From Heresy's forbidden tongue ; 
Wbile in its noose of terror bound, 
The Church its cherished union found. 
Conforming, on the Moslem plan. 
The motley-colored mind of man, 
Not by the Koran and the Sword, 
But by the Bible and the Cord 1 



Oh, Thou ! at whose rebuke the graTe 
Back to warm life its sleeper gave, 
Beneath whose sad and tearfm glance 
The cold and changed countenance 
Broke the still horror of its trance. 
And waking, saw with joy above, 
A brother's faise of tenderest love ; 
Thou, unto whom the blind and lame, 
The sorrowing and the sin-sick came. 
And from thy very garment's hem 
Drew life and healing unto them. 
The burden of thy holy faith 
Was. love and life, not hate and deatli, 
Man's demon ministers of p^n. 
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The fiends of Us rerenge were sent 

From thy pure Gospel's element 
To their dark home a^ain. 
Tby name ia Love I What, then, is he, 

Who in diat name the gallowe rears, 
An awful altar built to Thee, 

With sacrifice of blood and tears? 
Oh, once ag^n thy healing lay 

On the blind eyes which knew The« not 
And let the light of thy pure day 

Melt ill upon his darkened thought. 
Soften his hard, cold heart, and show 

The power which in forbearance lies, 
And let him feel that mercy now 

Is better than old sacrifice ! 

vn. 
As on the White Sea's charmed shore. 

The Parsee sees his holy hill 
With duanest smoke-clouds curtained o'er, 
Yet knows beneath them, evermore, 

The low, pale fire is quivering still; 
So underneath its clouds of sin, 

The heart of man retaineth yet 
Gleams of its holy origin ; 

And half-quenched stars that never set, 
Dim colors crt its faded bow, 

And early beanty, finger there. 
And o'er its wast«d desert blow 

Faint breathings of its morning ^r, 
Oh I never yet upon the scroll 
Of tliB atn-stained, but priceless soul, 

Hath Heaven inscribed " Dkspaik 1 " 
Cast not the clouded gem away, 
Quench not the dim but living ray — 

My brother man. Beware I 
With that de^ voice which from tlie sklei 
Forbade the Patriarch's sacrifice, 
Grod's ar^eJ cries, Fokbkak I 
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RANDOLPH OF KOANOKE. 

On, Mother Earth I upon thy lap 

Thy weary ones receiving, 
And o'er them, silent as a dream. 

Thy "rassy mantle weaving, 
Fold softly in thy long embrace 

That heart bo worn and broken, 
And cool its pulae of fire beneath 

Thy shadows old and oaken. 

Shut out from him the bitt«r word 

And serpent hisa of scorning ; 
Nor let the storms of yesterday 

Disturb his quiet morning. 
Breathe over him forgetfiilness 

Of all save deeds of kindness, 
And, save to smiles of grateful eyes, 

Press down hia lids in blindness. 

There, where with living ear and eye 

He heard Potomac's floiving, 
And, through hia tall anuestral trees, 

Saw Autumn's sunset glowing, 
He sleeps — still looking to the West, 

Beneath the dark wood shadow, 
As if he still would see the sun 

Sink down on wave and meadow. 

Bard, Sage, and Tribune I— in himself 

All moods of mind contrasting — 
The tendereat wail of human woe, 

The acom-Iike lightning blasting j 
The pathos which from rival eyes 

Unwilling tears could summon, 
The stinging taunt, the fiery burst 

Of hatred scarcely human 1 
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BAHDOLPa or ROANOKB. S3I 

Mirth, sparkliiiff like a diamond ahower, 

From lipa of life-long sadness ; 
Clear pictaringa of majestic thought 

Upon a ground of madoess; 
And over ul Romcuice and Song 

A classic beauty throwing, 
And laurelled Cho at his side 

Her storied pages showing. 

All parties feared him ; each In turn 

Beheld its schemes disjointed, 
As right or left his fatal glance 

And spectral finger pointed. 
Sworn foe of Cant, he smote it down 

With trenchant wit unsparing. 
And, mocking, rent with ruthless hand 

The robe Pretence was wearing. 

Too honest or too proud Ifl feign 

A love he never cherished, 
Beyond Vir^oia's border line 

His patriotism perished. 
While others hailed in distajit skies 

Our eagle's dusky pinion. 
He only saw tiie mountain bird 

Stoop o'er his Old Dominion I 

Still through each change of fortune strange, 

Racked nerve, and hrain all burning, 
ills loving faith in Mother-land 

Knew never shade of turning; 
By Britain's lakes, by Neva's wave, 

"Whatever sky was o'er him, 
He heard her rivers' rushing sound, 

Her blue peaks rose before him. 



Nor p^d a lying priest to se 
For scriptural defences 
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Fell fire-like on tlic Northern brow 
That bent to him in fawning. 

He held his slaves : yet kept Ihe while 

Hia reverence lor the Human ; 
In the dark vassals of his will 

He saw but Man and Woman I 
Mo hunter of God's outraged poor 

His Roanoke valley entered ; 
No trader in the souls of men 

Across his Ihreshhold ventured. 

And when the old and wearied man 

Laid down for his last sleepin", 
And at his side, a alave no more, 

His brother man stood weeping, 
His latest thought, his latest breath, 

To Freedom's duty giving. 
With failing tongue and trembling hand 

The dying bleat the living. 

Oh ! never bore his ancient State 

A truer son or braver I 
None trampling with a calmer scorn. 

On foreign hate or favor. 
He knew her faults, yet never stooped 

His proud and manly feeling 
To poor excuses of the wrong 

Or meaime&s of concealing. 

But none beheld with clearer eye 

The plague-spot o'er her spreading, 
None heard more sure the steps of Doom 

Along her future treading. 
For her as tor himself he spake, 

When, his gauat frame upbraoing. 
He traced with dying hand " HbmossxI" 

And perished in t£e tracing. 
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DEMOCRACY. S 

As from the grave where Henry sleeps, 

From Vernon's weeping willow, 
And from the grassy pall which hides 

The S^e ofMontieello, 
So from the leaf-strewn burial-atone 

Of Baodolph's lowly dwelling, 
"Virginia! o'er thy land of slaves 

A warning voice is swelling I 

And hark I from thy deserted fields 

Are sadder warnings spoken, 
Prom quenched hearths, where thy exiled sc 

Their household gods have broken. 
The curse is on thee — wolves for men. 

And briars for corn-sheaves giving 1 
Oh ! more than all thy dead renown 

Were now one hero living I 
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Bearer of Freedom's holy light. 
Breaker of Slavery's chain and rod, 

The foe of all whieh pains the sight, 
Or wounds the generous ear of God I 

Beautiful yet thy temples rise, 

Though there profaning gifts are thrown ; 
And fires unkindled of the skies 

Are glaring round thy altar-stone. 

Still sacred — though thy name be breathed 
By those whoseTiearts thy trutti deride ; 

And garlands, plucked from thee, are wreathed 
Around the haughty brows of Pride, 

"""'' . ..Coc 



iOO HISCELLANKOnS. 

O, ideal of my boyhood's time I 

The faith in which my father stood, 

Even when the sons of Lust and Crime 
Had stained thy peaceful courts with blood I 

Still to those courts my footsteps turn, 

For through the miats which darken there, 

I see the flame of Freedom hum — 
The Kebla of the patriot's prayer 1 

The aenerous feeling, pure and warm. 
Which owns the nnhts of all divine — 

The pitying heart — the helping arm — 
The prompt self-sacrifice — are thine. 

Beneath thy hroad, impartial eye, 

How fade the lines of caste and hlrth ' 

How equal in their suffering lie 
The groaning multitudes of earth I 

Still to a stricken brother true, 

Whatever clime hath nurtured him ; 

Aa stooped to heal the wounded Jew 
The worshipper of Gerizim. 

By misery uorepelled, unawed 

By pomp or power, thou see'st a Man 

In prince or peasant — slave or lord — 
Pale priest, or swarthy artisan. 

Through all disguise, form, place, or name, 
Beneath the flaunting robes of &\a. 

Through poverty and squalid shame, 
Thou lookeat on Ihe man within. 

On man, as man, retaining yet, 

Howe'er debased, and soiled, and disn, 

The crown upon his forehead set — 
The immortal gift of Goil to bim. 
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Aud tnete is reverence in thy look ; 

For that frail form which mortals wear 
The Spirit of the Holiest took, 

And veiled his perfect brightness there. 

Not from the shallow babbling fount 

Of vain philosophy thou art; 
He who of old on Syria's mount 

Thrilled, warmed, by turns, tlie hstener's beur^ 



Proclaimed thy message from on high — 
Thy misaan to a world of woe. 

That voice's echo hath not died 1 
From the blue lake of Galilee, 

And Tabor's lonely mountdn side, 
It calls a struggQng world to tbee. 

Thy name and watchword o'er this If 
I hear in every breuze that stirs 

And round a thousand altars stand 
Thy banded party worshippers. 



Not to these altars of a day. 
At party's call, my gift I bring; 

Bnt on tby olden shrine I lay 
A freeman's dearest offering ; — 



The voiteless utterance of his will — 
His pledge to I'rcedom and to Tiuth, 

That manhood's heart remembers still 
The homage of hla generous youth. 

EUclioa Day, 1S43. 
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Strike home, strong-hearted man 1 Down to tha 

Of old oppression sink the Saxon steel. 
Thy work is to hew down. In God's name then 
Put nerve into thy task. Let other inea 
Plant, as they may, that better tree, whose fruit 
The wounded bosom of the Church shall heaL 
Be thou the image-breaker. Let thy blows 
Fall heavy as the Sualiian's iron hand, 
On crown or crosier, which shall interpose 
Between thee and the weal of Fatherland. 
Leave creeds to eloset idlers. First of all, 
Sbake thou all German dream-land with the fall 
Of that accursed tree, whose evil trunk 
Was spared of old by Erfurf s stalwart monk- 
Fight not with ghosts and shadows. Let us hear 
The snap of chain-links. Let our gladdened ear 
Cateh the pale prisoner's welcome, as the light 
Follows thy axe-stroke, through his cell of night. 
Be ftuthful to both worlds ; nor think to feed 
Earth's starving millions with the husks of creed. 
Servant of Him whose mission high and holy 
Was to the wronged, the sorrowing, and the lowly. 
Thrust not his Eden promise from our sphere, 
Distant and dim beyond the blue sky's span ; 
Like him of Patmos, see it, now and here,— 
liie New Jerusalem comes down to man 1 _ 
Be warned by Luther's error. Nor like him, 
Wlen the roused Teuton dashes from his limb 
The rusted chain of ages, help to bind 
His hands, for whom thou elium'st the freedom ni 
the mind! 
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CHALKLET HALL.39 

How bland and sweet the greeljng of thia breew 

To him who flies 
From crowded street and red wall's weary gleam, 
Till far behind him like a hideous dream 

The close dark city lies I — 

Here, while the market murmurs, while men throng 

The marble floor 
01 Maramon's altar, from the crush and din 
Of the world's madness let me gather ia 

My better thoughts once more. 

Oh 1 once again revive, while on my ear 

The cry of Gain 
And low hoarse hum of Traffic die away, 
Ye blessed memories of my early day 

Like sere grass wet with r^n !— 

Once more let God'3 green earth and sunset au" 

Old feeUngs waken ; 
Through weary years of toil and strife and ill. 
Oh, let me feel that my good angel stiii 

Hath not his trust forsaken. 

And well do lime and place befit my mood : 

Beneath the arms 
Of this embracing wood, a good man made 
His home, like Aoraham resting in the shade 

Of Mamre's lonely palms. 

Here, rich with autumn gifts of countless ycare. 

The virgin sod 
Turned from the share he guided, and m Kun 
And summer sunshine throve the fruits and gram 

Which blessed his honest toil. 
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Here, from Lis voyages on the atormy seas, 

Weary and worn, 
He eame lo meet his children and to bless 
The Giver of all good in thankfuinesa 

And praise for hia return. 

And here hia neighbors gathered in to greet 

Their friend a^ain, 
Safe from the wave and the destroying gales, 
Which reap untimely sreen Bermuda's vales. 

And vox the Carib main. 

To hoar the good man tell of simple truth, 

Sown in an hour 
Of weaknesa in aome far-off Indian isle. 
From the paruhed boaom of a barren soil, 

Raiaed up in life aad power ; 

How at those gathcriaga in Barbadian vales, 

A tendering love 
Came o'er him, like the gentle rain from heaven. 
And words of fitness to his lips were given. 

And strength as from above : 

How the sad captive listened to the Word, 

Until his chain 
Grew lighter, and his wounded spirit felt 
The heSing balm of consolation melt 

Upon lis lile-loug pain : 

How the armed warrior Bate him down to he&i 

OfPeace and Truth, 
And the proud ruler and his Creole dame. 
Jewelled and gorgeous iu her beauty came. 

And fair and bright-eyed youth. 

Oh, far away beneath New England's sky, 

Even when a boy. 
Following my plough by Merrimack's green shor^ 



ffis simple record 1 bave pondernd o'er 
Willi deep and quiet joj. 

And hence this scene, in sunset glory warm- 
Its woods around, 
Its still stream winding on in light and shade. 
Its Bofl, green meadows and its upland glad^— 
To me is holy ground. 

And dearer far than haunts where Genini keeps 

Ills vigils still; 
Than that where Avon's son of song is laid, 
Or Vaucluse hallowed by its Petrarch's shade, 

Or Yir^Vs laureUed hill. 



To Julii; 

pMr Amo and Sorrento's orange grove. 
Where Tasso sang, let j'oung Romance and LoTO 

Like brother pilgruns turn. 

But here a deeper and serener charm 

To aU is given ; 
And blessed memories of the faithful dead 
O'er wood and vale and meadow-stream have shed 

The holy Lues of Heaven 1 



TO J. P. 

Not as a poor requital of the joy 

With wtiich ray childhood heard that lay of thine, 
Which, like an echo of the song divine 

At Bethlehem breathed above the Holy Boy, 
Bore to my ear the Airs of Palestine, — 

Not to the poet, but the man I bring 

In Mendsbip's fearless trust my ofTerinji: 
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How much it lacks I feel, and ihou wilt aee, 
Yet well I know that thou hast deemed with me 
Life all loo earnest, and ita time loo short 
For dreamy ease and Fancy's graceful sport ; 

And rirded for thy constant strife with wrona 
Like Nehemiah fighting while he wrought 

The broken walls of Zion, even thy son<r 
Hath a rude martial tone, a blow in every thought' 



THE CYPEESS-TREE OF CEYLON. 



BJlineofBlBiI.]'' " .pawn awiitng 

TflETjat in silent wat<^hfulnesa 
The sacred cypress-tree about. 

And, from beneath old wrinkled browa 
Their failing eyes looked out. 

G^ Age and Sickness waiting tbere 

Through weary night and Ungering day — 

Grim as uie idols at their side 
And motionless as they. 

Unheeded in the boughs above 

The soiii; of Ceylon's birds was sweet j 

Unseen of them the island flowers 
Bloomed brightly at their feet. 



The cloud-fire on their eye-balls b 
Tet there they waited stdl 1 
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What was tie world without to them 1 
The Moslem's sunset-call — the dance 

Of Ceylon's maids— the passing gleani 
Of battle-flag and lance ? 

They waited for that falling leaf, 

Of whiuh the wandering Jogees sings 

Which lends once more to wintry a^ 
The greenness of its spring. 

Oh I — if these poor and blinded ones 
In trustful palience wait to feel 

O'er torpid pulse and failing limb 
A youthflil freshness aleal; 

Shall we, who sit beneath tJiat Tree, 
■VVhose healing leaves of life are shed 

In answer to the breath of prayer 
Upon the waiting head r 

Not to restore our failino forms, 

And buQd the suirit's oroken shrine, 

But, on the fainting soul to shed 
A light and life divine : 

Shall we grow weary in our watch, 
And murmur at the long delay ? 

Impatient of our Father's lime 
And his appointed way ? 

Or, shall the stir of outward -things 
Allure and claim the Chrislian's ey«^ 

When on the heathen watcher's ear 
Their powerless murmurs die ? 

Alas ! a deeper test of faith 

Than prison cell or martyr's stake, 

The self-abasing watchfulness 
Of Mlent prayer may make. 
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We ^rd us bravely to rebuke 

Our erring brotlier in the wrong; 

And ill tte ear of Pride and Power 
Our warning voice is strong. 

Easier to smite with Peter's sword, 

Than " watch one hour " in humblitig prayai 

Life's "great things," iike the Syrian lord, 
Our hearts can do aud dare. 

But oh! we shrink from Jordan's side, 
From waters which alone can save: 

And uinrmur for Abana's banks 
And Pharpar's brighter wave. 

Oh, Thou, who in the garden's shade 
Didst wake thy weary ones again. 

Who slumbered at that fearful hour 
Forgetful of thy pain ; 

Bend o'er us now, as over them. 

And set our sleep-bound spirits tree. 

Nor leave us sliunbering in the watch 
Our souls should keep with Thee I 



A DREAM OF SUMMER. 

Bland as the morning breath of June 

The southwest breezes plaj" ; 
And, through its haze, the wint«i noon 

Seems warm as summer's day 
The snow-plumed Angel of the Sorth 

Has dropped hia icy spear ; 
Again the mossy earth looks forth, 

Again the streams gush clear. 
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The ton his hill-side cell forsakes, 

The muskrat leaves his nook, 
The hluebird in tlie meadow brakea 

Is flinging with the brook. 
" Bear up, oh mother Nature !" cry 

Bird, breeze, and streamlet free; 
" Our vrinter voltes prophesy 

Of Slimmer days to thee I " 

So, in those winters of the soul. 

By bitter blasts and drear 
O'erswept from Memory's frozen pole, 

Will sun ay days appear, 
fieviving Hope and Jaifh, they show 

The soal its living powers. 
And how beneath the winter's snow 

Lie germs of summer dowers 1 

The Night is mother of the Day, 

The Winter of the Spring, 
And ever upon old Decay 

The greenest mosses cling. 
Behind the cloud the starlialit lurks, 

Through showers the suubeams fall j 
For God, who loveth all his works, 

Has lefl his Hope with all I 
4 III momh, 1347. 



Maiden I with the fair brown tresses 
Shading o'er thy dreaaiv eye. 

Floating on Ihy thoughtful forehead 
Cloua wreaths of its sky. 
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Touthfiil years and maiden beauty, 
Joy with them should still abide— 

Instinct take the place of Duty — 
Love, not Keaaon, guide. 

Ever in the New rejoicing, 

Kindly beckoning bru:k the Old, 

Turning, with the gift of Midas, 
All liings into gold. 

And the passing shades of sadness 
Wearing even a welcome guise, 

Aa when some bright lake lies open 
To the sunny skies ; 

Every wing of bird above it, 
Every light cloud floating on. 

Glitters like that flashing mirror 
In the self-same sun. 

But, upon thy youthful forehead 
Something li£e a shadow hes; 

And a serious soul is looking 
From thy earnest eyes. 

With an early introversion, 

Through the forms of outward thing!^ 
Seeking for the subtle essence, 

And the hidden springs. 

Deeper than the dlded surface 
Hath thy wakeful viaon seen. 

Farther than the narrow present 
Have thy journey ings been. 

Thou hast midst Life's empty noises 
Heard the solemn steps of Time, 

And the low mysterious vmces 
Of another clime. 
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AH the mystery of Being 

Hath upon thy spirit pressed — 

Thoughts whith, like the Deluge wanderei) 
Fittd no place of rest : 



That which Zeno heard with a. 
And the star-rapt Zoroaster 
In his night-watch saw. 

From the doubt and darkness aprin^ng 
Of the dim, uncertain Past, 

Moving to the dark still shadows 
O'er the Future cast, 

Early hath Life's nughty question 
Thrilled within thy heart of youth 

With a deep and strong beseeching ; 
What and whekb is Troth f 

Hollow creed and ceremonial, 

Whence the ancient life hath fled, 

Idle faith unknown to action. 
Dull and cold and dead. 

Oracles, whose wire-worked meanings 
Only wake a quiet scorn, — 

Not from these thy seeking spirit 
Hath its answer drawn. 

But, like somE tired child at even, 

On thy mother Nature's breast, 

Thou metbinkg, art yainly seeking 



O'er that mother's ru^cd features 
Thou art throwing Fancy's veil, 

Lirfit and soft as woven moonbeams. 
Beautiful and frail t 
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O'er the rough chart of Existence, 
Rocks of siQ and wastes of woe, 

Soft airs breathe, and green leaves tremi 
And cool fountains flow. 

And to thee an answer cometh 
From the earth and from the sky, 

And to thee the hilla and waters 
And the stars reply. 

But a. soul-sufficing answer 

Hath no outward origin ; 
More than Nature's many voices 

May be heard within. 

Even as the great Augustine 
Questioned earth and sea and aky,w 

And the dusty tomes of learning 
And old poesy. 

But his earnest spirit needed 

More than outward Nature ta,ught — 

More than blest the poet's vision 
Or the sago's thought. 

Only in the gathered silence 
Of a calm and waiting frame 

Li^t and wisdom as from Heaven 
To the seeker came. 

Not to case and aimless quiet 
Doth that inward answer lend, 

But to works of love and duty 
As our being's end, — 

Not to idle dreams and trances, 
Lengtii of face, and solemn tone, 

But to Faith, in daily striving 
And performance shown. 
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Eameat toil and strong endeavor 

Of a spii-it which within 
Wrestles with familiar evil 

And besetting sin j 

And without, with tireless vigor, 
Steady heart, and weiLpon strong, 

In the power of truth assdling 
Every form of wrong. 

Guided thus, how passing level)' 
Is the track of Wooi-man's feet I 

And his brief and simple record 
How aerenely sweet I 

O'er life's humblest duties throwing 
Lieht the earthling never knetr, 

Freshenina all its dark waste places 
Ab with Hermon'a dew. 

All which glows in Pascal's pi^ea — 
All which sainted Guion sought. 

Or the blue-eyed German Rahel 
Half-unconscious taught:— 

Beauty, such as Goethe pictured, 
Such as Shelley dreamed of, shed 

Living warmth and starry brinhtnesi 
Round that poor man's head. 

Not a vain and cold ideal. 

Not a poet's dream alone. 
But a presence warm and real. 

Seen and felt and known. 

When the red right hand of slaughter 
Moulders with the steel it swung, 

When the name of seer and poet 
Dies on Memory's tongue, 
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<i MI8CELLABBOU8. 

All blight thoughts and pure shall gatber 
Round that meek and suffering one— 

Glorious, like the seer-seen angef 
Standing in the sun I 

Take the good man's book and ponder 
What its pages say U> thee— 

Blessed as the hand of heaUng 
May its lesson be. 

If it only serves to strengthen 
Yearnings for a higher good. 

For the fount of living waters 
And diviner food ; 

If the pride of human reason 
Feels its meek and still rebuke, 

QuMling like the eye of Peter 
From the Jnst One's look I — 

If with readier ear thou heedest 
What the Inward Teacher saith. 

Listening with a willing spirit 
And a child-like faith, — 

Thou mayest live to bless the giver. 
Who himself but frail and weak, 

Would at least the highest welfare 
Of another seek ; 

And his gift, though poor and lowly 

It may seem to other eyes, 
Set may prove an angel holy 

In a pilgrim's guise. 
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LEOfiETT'S MONUMBNT. 

LEGGETPS MONUMENT. 



Tks — pile tie marble o'er him 1 It is well 

That ye who mocked him in his long stem strife, 
And planted in the pathway of his life 
The plouffhshares of your hatred hot from hell, 
Who clamored down the bold reformer when 
He pleaded for his captive fellow-men, 
Who spurned him in the market-place, and eoudit 

Within thy walls, St. Tammany, to bind 
In party chains the free and honest thought, 
The angel utterance of an upright mind,— 
Well is it now thiit o'ur hia grave ye raise 
The stony tribute of your tardv praise. 
For not alone that pile shall tell to Fame 
Of the brave heart beneath, but of the bmlden* 
shaoiel 
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IN WAB TIME. 



«:<!,, Google 



«:<!,, Google 



SAMUEL E. SEWALL 
HARRIET W. SEWALL, 



Olob IsCands qneries : " Why should we 

Vex at Ihe land's ridieulous miserie ? " 

So on bis Usk banks, in the blood-red dawn 

Of England's civil strife, did careless Vaughan 

BemocK hia times. O friends of many years I 

Though faith and trust are stronger than our fearsi 

And the signs promise peace with liberty, 

Kot thus we tnfle with our country's tears 

And sweat of agony. The future's g^n 

Is certain as God's truth ; but, meanwhile, pain 

Is bitter and tears are salt: our voices take 

A sober tone ; our very household songs 

Are heavy with a nation's griefs and wrongs ; 

And innocent mirth is chastened for the sake 

Of the brave hearts that nevermore shall beat, 

The eyes that smile no more, the unretuming feet 
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IN WAR TIME. 



THY WILL BE DONE. 

Wb see not, know not ; all our way 
la night, — with Thee alone is day : 
From out the torrent's troubled drift, 
Above the storm our prayers we lift, 
Thy will be done I 

The flesh may fail, the heart may faint^ 
But who are we to make complaint, 
Or dare (o plead, in times like these, 
The weakness of our love of ease ? 
Thy will be done 1 

We take with solemn thankfulness 
Our burden up, nor ask it less, 
And count it joy that even we 
May Buffer, serve, or wait, for Thee, 
Whose will be done I 

Though dim as yet in tint and line, 
We trace Thy picture's wise design, 
And thank Thee that our age suppliei 
Ita dark relief of sacriftce. 
Thy will be done ! 

And if, in our unworthiness. 
Thy sacrifieial wine we press ; 
If from Thy ordeal's heated baii 
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Our feet are seamed with crimson scars, 
Tby will be done I 

If, for the a^ to come, this hour 
Of trial hath viL'arious power. 
And, blent by Thee, our present piun 
Be Liberty's eternal gain, 
Thy will be done I 

Strike, Thou the Master, we Thy keys. 
The antliem of the destinies! 
The minor of Thy loftier strain, 
Our hearts shall breathe the old refraio, 
Thy will be done I 



A WOED FOR THE HOUR. 

The firmament breaks up. In blacfc eclipse 

Light after light goes out. One evil star, 

Luridly glaring through the smoke of war, 

As ID the dream of the Apocalypse, 

Drags others down. Let us not weakly weep 

Nor rashly threaten. Give us grace to keep 

Our faith and patience ; wherefore should we leap 

On one hand into fratricidal Hght, 

Or, on the other, yield eternal right, 

Frame lies of law, and good and ill confound 7 

What fear we ? Safe on freedom's vantage-groond 

Our feet are planted ; let ns there remMn 

In unrevengeful calm, no means untried 

Which truth can sanction, no jiist claim denied. 

The sad speetatora of a suicide I 

They break the links of Union : shall we light 

The fires of hell to weld anew the chain 

On that red anvil where each blow is pain ? 

Draw we not even now a freer Iweatii, 
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'9 HTMN. 8: 

At from oar shouldera falls a load of deatli 
Loathsome as Cbat the Tuscan's victim bore 
When keen with life to a dead horror hound ? 
Why take we up the accursed thing again? 
Pity, forgive, but ui^e Ihem batk no more 
Who, drunk with passion, flaunt disunion's raf( 
With its vile reptife-blazon. Let us preaa 
The golden cluster on our brave old flag 
In closer union, and, if numbering less, 
Brighter shall shine the stars which still remain. 
16ft, 111 mwrfft, 1861. 



SaH FE8TE BURG 1ST TJNSER GOTT" 

(LUTHER'S HYMN.) 

Wk wait beneath the ftimaee-blast 

The pangs of transformation ; 
Not pamlesslj doth God recast 
And mould anew the nation. 
Hot bums the flro 
Where wrongs expire ; 
Nor spares the hand 
That from the land 
TJprools the ancient evil. 

The hand-breadth cloud the sages feared 

Its bloody rain is dropping; 
The poison plant the fathers spared 
All else is overtopping. 
East, West, South, North, 
It curses the earth ; 
All justice dies. 
And fraud and lies 
Live only in its shadow. 
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4 IN WAS TIMS. 

What gives the wheat-field blades of steel ? 

What points the rebel cannon ? 
What setd the roaring rabble's heel 
On the old star-epangled pennon ? 
What breaks the oath 
Of the men o' the South? 
What whets the knife 
For the Union's life ?— 
Hark W the answer : Slavery 1 

Then waste no blows on leaser foes 

In strife unworthy freemen. 
God lifts to-day the veil, and shows 
The features of the demon 1 
North and South, 
lis victims both, 
Can ye not cry, 
" Let slavery die I " 
And union find in freedom ? 

What though the caa^out spirit tear 

The nation in his going? 
We who have shared the guilt must shars 
The pang of his o'erthrowing ! 
Whata^er tie loss, 
Whate'er the" cross. 
Shall they complain 
Of present pain 
Who trust in God's hereafter? 

For who that leans on His right arm 

Was ever yet forsaken ? 
What righteous cause can suffer harm 
If He its part has taken ? 
Though wild and !oud 
And dark the cloud, 
Behind its folds 
His hand upholds 
The calm sky o( to-morrow I 
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TO JOHN C, 

Above tlie maddening cry for blood, 

Above the wild war-drumming, 
Let Freedom's voice be heard, with good 
The evil overcoming. 

Give praj^r and purse 

To stay tbe Curse 

Whose wrong we share. 

Whose ahame we bear, 
Whose end shall gladden Heaven I 

In vain the bells of war shall ring 

Of triumphs and revenges, 
While still IS spared the evil thing 
That severs and estranges. 
But blest the ear 
That yet shall hear 
The jubilant bell 
That rings the knell 
Of Slavery forever 1 

Then let the selfish lip be dnmb. 

And hushed the breath ot sighing ; 
Before the joy of peace must come 
The pains of purifying. 
God give us grace 
Each in his place 
To bear his lot, 
And, murmuring not, 
Endure and wait and labor 1 



TO JOHN C. FREMONT. 

Th t error, Fremont, simply was to act 

A brave man's part, without the statesman's tact, 

And, taking counsel but of ci 



•18 m WAR TIME, 

To strike at oaiiae as well as eonaequenoe. 

O, never yet since Roland wound his horn 

At Ronuesvallea, has a blast been blown 

Far-heard, wide-ecboed, startling as tbine own. 

Heard from the van of freedom's hope forlorn I 

It had been safer, doubtless, for the time, 

To flatter treason, and avoid offence 

To that Dark Power whose underlying crime 

Heaves upward its perpetual turbulence. 

But, if thine be the fate of all who break 

The ground for truth'a seed, or forerun the^r yeaM 

Till lost in distance, or with slout hearts make 

A lane for freedom through the level spears. 

Still take thou courage I God has spoken througi 

thee, 
Irrevocable, the mighty words, Be free I 
The land shakes with them, and the slave's dull 

Turns from the rice-swamp stealthily to hear. 
Who would recall them now must first arrest 
The winds that blow down from the free Northwest 
Kuffling the Gulf; or like a scroll rbll back 
The Mississippi to its upper springs. 
Such words fulfil their prophecy, and lack 
But the fall time to harden into things. 



THE WATCHERS. 

Beside a stricken field I stood ; 
On the torn turf, on grass and wood, 
Hung heavily the dew of blood. 

Still in their fresh mounds lay the slain, 
But all the air was quick with pain 
And gusty sigha and tearful ram. 
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THB WATCBBES. BIT 

Two ansela, each with drooping head 
And folded wings and noiseleM tread, 
Watched bj that valley of the dead. 

The one, with forehead saintly bland 
And lips of blessing, not command, 
Leaned, weeping, on her olive wand. 

The other's brows were scarred and knit, 
Hia restless eyes were watch-fires lit, 
Hia hands for battle-gauntlets fit, 

" How long 1 " — I knew the voice of Peace,— 
" Is there no respite ?— no release ?— 
When shall the hopeless quarrel cease ? 

«0 Lord, how long 1— One human soul 
la more than any parchment scroll. 
Or any flag thy winds unroll. 

" What price was Ellsworth's, young and brave 7 
How weigh the gift that Lyon gave. 
Or count the cost of Winthrop's grave ? 

" O brother ! if thine eye can see. 
Tell bow and when the end shall bo. 
What hope remains for thee and me." 

Tlien Freedom sternly said : " I shun 
No strife nor pang beneath the sun, 
When human rights are staked and won. 

" I knelt with Ziska's hunted fiock, 
1 watched in Toussaint's cell of rook, 
I walked with Sidney to the block, 

** The moor of Marston felt my tread. 
Through Jersey snows the march I led, 
My TOice Magenta's charges sped. 
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IS m WAR TIMI. 

" But now, through weary daj and night, 

1 wateh a v^ue and aimless fi^ht 
For leare to atrike one blow aright. 

" On either side my foe they own : 

One guards through love his ghastly throne, 

And one through iear to reverence grown. 

" Why wait we longer, mocked, betrayed, 

By open foes, or those afraid 

To speed thy coming through my ^d ? 

" Why watch to see who win or fall 7 — 

1 shake the duat ^wnst them all, 

I leave them to their senseless brawl." 

" Nay," Peace implored : " yet longer w^t ; 
The doom is near, the stake is great: 
God knoweth if it be too late. 

" Still wait and watch ; the way prepare 
Where I with folded wings of prayer 
May follow, weaponless and hare," 

" Too late ! " the stem, sad voice replied, 
" Too late ! " its mournful echo sighed. 
In tow lament the answer died. 

A rustling as of winM in flight. 
An upward gleam of lessening white. 
So passed the vision, sound and sight- 
But round me, like a silver bell 
Rung down the listening sky to tell 
Of holy help, a sweet voice fell. 

" Still hope and trust," it sang; " the rod. 
Must fall, the wine-press musl be trod. 
But all is possible with God I " 
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TO XSQUBBMEIT. 



TO ENGLISHMEN. 

YoD flung your taunt across the wave; 

We bore it as became us, 
Well knowing that tie fettered slave 
Left friendly lips no option save 

To pity or to blame us. 

Tou scoffed our plea. " Mere lack of will, 

Hot lack of power," you told us : 
We showed our free-state records; still 
You mocked, confounding good and ill, 
Slave-haters and slavebdders. 

We struck at Slavery ; to tie verge 

Of power and means we cbecked it ; 
Lo I— presto, chann;e I its claims you urge, 
Send greetings to it o'er the surge, 
And comfort and protect it. 

But yesterday you scarce could shake, 

In slave-abhorring rigor. 
Our Northern palma for conscience' sake : 
To-day you clasp the hands that ache 

With " walloping the nigger I " '1 

Englishmen I— in hope and creed, 
In blood and tongue our brothers ! 

We too are heirs of Runnymede ; 

And Sbakspeare'a fame and Cromwell's deed 
Are not alone our mother's. 

" Thicker than water," in one rill 

Through centuries of story 
Our Saxon blood has flowed, and still 
We share. with you its good and ill, 

The shadow and the glory. 
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"80 IK WAR TIME. 

Joint heira and kinfolk, leagues of ware 

Nor length of years can part ua : 

Tour right is ours to shrine and grave, 

The common freehold of the brave, 

The gift of saints and martyrs. 

Our TOTy sins and follies teach 

Our kindred frail and human : 
We carp at faulls with bitter speech, 
The whdo for one unshared by each, 

We have a score in common. 

We bowed the heart, if not the knee, 

To England's Queen, God bless her 1 
We praised you when your slaves went free : 
We seek to unchain ours. Will ye 
Join hands with the oppressor ? 

And is it Christian England cheers 

The bruiser, not the bruisfed ? 
And must she run, despite the tears 
And prayers of eighteen hundred years, 

Amuck in Slavery's crusade ? 

black disgrace 1 shame and loss 
Too deep for tongue to phrase on I 

Tear from your flan its holy cross, 

And in j'Our van of battle toss 
The pn^ate'B skull-bone blazon ! 



ASTE^A AT THE CAPITOL. 

When first I saw our banner wave 
Above the nation's council-hall, 
1 heard beneath its marble wall 

The clanking fetters of die slave I 
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In the foul market-place I stood, 
And saw tlie Christian molher sold, 
Ami childhood with Its locks of gold, 

Blue-eyed and fair wilh Saxon blood. 

I abut my eyes, I held my breatb. 

And, smothering rlowii the wrath and shama 
That set my Northern blood aflame. 

Stood silent — where to speak was death. 

Besifle me gloomed the prisotj-eell 
Where wasted one in slow decline 
For uttering; simple words of mine, 

And loving freedom alt too well. 

The fli^ that floated From the dome 
Flapped menace in the morning air; 
I stood a perilled stranger where 

The human broker made his home. 

For crime was virtue : Gown and Sword 
And Law their threefold sanction gave, 
And to the quarry of the slave 

Went hawking with our symbol-bird. 

On the oppressor's side was power ] 
And yet I knew that every wrong. 
However old, however strong, 

Bui waited God's avenging hour. 

I knew that truth would crush the lie, — 
Somehow, somclime, the end would be ; 
Yet scarcely dared I hope to see 
The triumph with my mortal eye- 
Bui now I see it 1 In the sun 

A free flag floats from yonder dome. 
And at the nation's hearth and liome 
The justice long delayed is done. 
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Not as we hoped, in calm of prayer, 
The message of deliverance cornea. 
But heralded bj- roll of drums 

On waves of battle- troubled air ! — 

Midst souods that madden and appall, 

The song (hat Bethlehem's shepherds knew I 
The harp of David melting through 

The demon-agonies of Saui! 

Not aa we hoped ; — but what are we ? 
Above our broksn dreams and plans 
God lays, with wiser hand than maa'a. 

The comer-stones of liberty. 

I cavil not with Him ; the voice 
That freedom's blessed gospel tells 
Is sweet to me as silver bells. 

Rejoicing I — yea, I will rejoice 1 

Dear frienda still toiling in the sun, — 
Ye dearer ones who, gone before. 
Are watching from the eternal shore 

The ^ow work Dy your hands begun, — 

Rejoice with me 1 The chastening rod 
Blotjsoms with love ; the furnace beat 
Grows cool beneath His blessed feet 

Whose form is as the Son of God I 

Rejoice! Our Marah's bitter springs 
Are sweetened ; on our ground of grief 
Rise day by day in strong relief 

The prophecies of better things. 

Rejoice in hope 1 The day and night 
Are one with God, and one with them 
Who see by faith the cloudy hem 

Of Judgment fringed with Mercy's light ! 



THE BATTLE AUTUMW. 



THE BATTLE AUTUMN OF 1862. 

The flags of war like storm-biri^s fly. 

The tiarging trumpets blow ; 
Yet rolls no thunder in the Kky, 

No earthquake strives below. 

And, calm and patient, Nature keeps 

Her anoient promise well, 
Though o'er her bloorei and greenness sweeps 

The battle's breath of hell. 

And still she walks in golden hours 

Through harvest-happy farms. 
And still she wears her fruits and flowers 

Like jewela on her arms. 

What mean the gladness of the plain, 

This joy of eve and mom. 
The mirth that shakes the beard of grsun 

And yellow locks of o-orn ? 

Ah ! eyes may well be full of tears, 

And hearts with hate are hot; 
But even-paced eome round the years, 

And Nature changes not. 

She meets with smiles our bitter grief, 

With songs our groans of pain ; 
She mouks with tint of flower and leaf 

The war-field's crimson stain. 

Still, in the cannon's pause, we hear 

Her eweet thanksgiviiin-psalm ; 
Too near to God for douot or fear, 

She shares th' eternal calm. 
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4 IN TTAR TIME. 

She knows the seed lies safe below 
The firea that blast and burn ; 

For all the tears of blood we sow 
She wails the rich return. 

She sees with elearer eye than ours 
The good of suffering born, — 

Tbe hearts that blossom like her flowers, 
And ripen like her corn. 

0, pive to us, in times like these, 

The vision of lier ayes ; 
And make her fields and fruited trees 

Our golden prophecies I 

O, pve to us ber finer ear I 

Above tbis stormy din, 
We too would hear the bells of ebeer 

King peace and freedom in 1 



MITHEIDATE8 AT CHIOS.« 

KrjOW'sT thou, O slave-cursed land! 

How. when the Cliian's cup of guilt 
Was full to overflow, there eame 
God'a justice in the aworil of flame 

That, red with slaughter to its hilt. 
Blazed in the Cappadocian Tietort hand ? 

The heavens are still and far ; 

But, not unheard of awful Jove, 
The sighing of the island slave 
Was answered, when the ^gean wave 

The keels of Mitbridates clove, 
And the vines shrivelled in the breath of war 



THR PROCLAMATION. 825 

" Robbers of Chios ! hark," 

The victor crieii, " to Heaven's decree I 

Pluck jour last cluster from the vine, 

Drain 3'Dur last cup of Chian wine ; 

Slaves of your slaves, your dooin shall be, 

In Colthiao mines by Phasis rolling dark." 

Then rose the lonjj; lament 
From the hoar sea-god*s dusky caves : 
The prieatess rent her hair and cried, 
"Woe ! woe ! The jjods are sleepless^yed I » 
And, chained and scourged, the slaves of slaves, 
Ihe lords of Chios into exile went 

" The gods at last pay well," 
■ So Hellas sang her taunting song, 
" The fishar in his net is caught. 
The Chian hath his master bought ; " 
And isle from isle, with laughter long, 
Took up and sped the tnocking parable. 

Once more the slow, dumb yeara 
Bring their avenging cycle round. 
And, more than Hellas (aught of old, 
Our wiser lesson shall be md. 
Of slaves uprising, freedom-crowned. 
To break, not wield, the scourge wet with Ihdr 
blood and tears. 



THE PROCLAMATION. 

Saist Patrick, slave to Milcho of the herds 
Of Ballymena, wakened with these words: 

"Arise, and flee 
Out from the laud of bondage, and be free 1 " 
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Glad as a soul m paia, wbo heara from Leaveo 
The angela singing of fais sins fo^^iven. 

And, wondering, sees 
His prison opening to their golden keys, 

He rose a man who laid him down a slave, 
Shook from his locks the ashes of the grave, 

And outward trod 
Into the glorious hberty of God, 

He cast the symbols of his shame away ; 
And, passing where the sleeping Mileho lay, 

Though back and limb 
Smarted with wrong, he prayed, " God pardon 



So went he forth r but in God's time he came 
To light on Uilline's hills a holy flame ; 

And, dying, gave 
The land a saint that lost him as a slave. 

O dark, sad millions, patiently and dumb 
Waiting for God, your hour, at last, has come, 

And freedom's song 
Breaks the long silence of your night of irrong I 

Arise and flee I shake off the vile restraint 
Uf ages; but, like Ballymcna's saint. 

The oppressor spare, 
tieap only on his head the coals of prayer. 

Gc forth, like him 1 like him return again, 
To bless the land whereon in bitter pain 

Ye toiled at first, 
ind heal with freedom what your slavery cursed. 
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AHKrVERSART FOBU. HI 

ANNIVERSARY POEM. 

Once more, dear friends, you meet beccatli 

A clouded sky : 
Not yet Ihe sword has found its sheath, 
And on the aweet spring airs the breath 

Of war floats by. 

Yet trouble springs not from the ground, 

Nor pain Irom chance ; 
The Eternal order circles round. 
And wave and storm And mete and bound 

In Providence, 

Full long our feet the flowery ways 

Of peace have trod, 
Content with creed and garb and phrase : 
A harder path in earlier days 

Led up to God. 

Too cheaply truths, once purchased dear, 

Are made our own ; 
Too long the world has smiled to hear 
Our boast of full corn in the ear 

By others sown ; 

To see us stir the martyr flres 

Of long ago. 
And wrap our satisfied desires 
In Ihe singed mantles that our ^rea 

Have dropped below. 

But now the 
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B IN WAR TIME. 

Profession's quiet sleep is o'er, 
And in the scale of Irutli once more 
Our faith is weighed, 

Tbe cry of innoeeni blood at last 

Is calling down 
An answer in the whirl wind-hlast, 
The thunder and the shadow cast 

From Heaven's dark frown. 

The land is red with judgments. Who 

Stands guiltless forlh ? 
Have we been faithful as we knew, 
To God and to our brother true, 

To Heaven and Earth ? 

How faint, through din of raerchand'sa 

And count of gain. 
Have seemed to us the captive's cries I 
How far away the tears and sighs 

Of souta in pain I 

This day the fearful reckoning comes 

To each and all ; 
We hear amidst our peaceful liomea 
The summons of the conscript drums, 

Tbe bugle's call. 

Our path is plain ; the war^net draws 

Round us in vain. 
While, faithful to the Higher Cause, 
We keep our fealty to the laws 

Through patient piun. 

Tbe levelled gun, the battle-brand, 

We may not take ; 
But, calmly loyal, we can stand 
And suffer with our suffering land 

Tor conscience' sake. 



C<,„glc 



AMNIYBRBAKY POBU. 

Why ask for ease where all ia pwn ? 

Shall jce alone 
Be left to add our gain to gain, 
When over Armageddon's plain 

The trump Ib blown? 

To suffer well is well to serve ; 

Safe in our Lord 
The rigid linea of law shall curve ' 
To spare us ; from our heads shall ewer 

Its smiting sword. 

And light is mino;led with the gloom, 

And joy witn ^ef; 
Divinest compensations come, 
Through thorns of judgment mercies bl' 

In sweet relief. 

Thanks for our privilege to hlesa. 

By word and deed, 
The widow in her keen distress. 
The childless and the fatherless, 

The hearts that bleed 1 

For fields of duty, opening wide, 

Where all our powers 
Are tasked the eager steps to guide 
Of millions on a path untried: 

The blavb is ouaa 1 

Oura^ traditions dear and old, 

Which make the race 
Our wards to cherish and uphold, 
And cast their freedom in the mould 

Of Christian grace. 

And we may tread the sick-hed floors 

Where strong men pine, 
And, down the groaning corridors. 
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Pour freely from our liberal stores 
The oil and wine. 

Wlio murmurs that in these dark days 

His lot is cast ? 
God's hand within the shadow lays 
The stones whereon His gates of praise 

Shall rise at last, 

ram and o'ertum, O outstretched Hand 1 

Nor stint, nor stay; 
The years have never' dropped their sand 
Jn mortal issue vast and gi'and 

As ours to-day. 

Already, on the sable ground 

Of man's despair 
Is Freedom's glorious picture fonnd 
With all its dusky hands nnbound 

Upi-aised in prayer. 

O, small jhall seem ail sacrifice 

And pain and loss. 
When Gud shall wipe the weeping eyes. 
For suffering give the Actor's prize, 

The crown for cross I 



AT PORT ROYAL. 

Tub tenl-lights glimmer on the land, 
■ The ship-lights on the sea ; 
The night-wind smoolbs with driftinif sand 
Our track on lone Tybee. 

At last our grating keels outalide. 
Our good hoats forward swing; 
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And while we ride tlie land-locked tide, 
Our negrcies row and sing. 

For dear Ihe bondman holds his gifts 

Of music and of song ; 
The gold that kindly Nature sifts 

Among hii aanda of wiong ; 

The power to make his toiling days 
And poor home-comforta please ; 

The (juaint relief of mirth that plays 
With sorrow's minor keys. 

Another glow than stinaet's fire 
Has filled the West with light, 

Where field and garner, barn and byre 
Are blazing through the night. 

The land is wild with fear and hate, 
The rout mns mad and fast ; 

From hand to hand, from gate to gate. 
The flaming brand is passed. 

The lurid glow falls strong across 
Dark faces hroad with smiles : 

Not theirs the terror, hate, and loss 
That fire yon blazing piles. 

With oar-strokes timing h) their song. 

They weave in simple lays 
The pathos of remembered wrong. 

The hope of better days, — 

The triumph-note that Miriam sung, 

The joy of uncaged birds; 
Softening with Afnc's mellow tongue 

Their broken Saxon words. 
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BONO OF THB NEflRO BOATMBN. 

O, praise an' tanks I De Lord he come 

To set de people free ; 
An' massa tink it day ob doom, 

An' we ob jubilee. 
De Lord dat heap de Red-Sea wavea 

He jua' as 'trong aa den ; 
He aaj de word : we las' night slaves ; 
To-day, de Lord's freemen. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow. 

We'll hab de rice an' com ; 
O nebber you fear, if nebber you hear 
De driver blow his homl 

Ole masaa on he trabbels gone ; 

He leaf de land behind ; 
De Lord's brelf blow him furder on, 

Like corn-3hut;k in de wind. 
We own de hoe, we own de plough. 

We own do hands dat hold ; 
We sell de pig, we soil de cow, 

But nebber chile be sold. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow. 
We'll hab de rice an' corn : 



We pray de Lord : he mb us signs 

Dat some day we be free ; 
De Norf-wind tell it to do pines, 

De wild-duck to de sea ; 
We tink it when de church-bell rir 

We dream it in de dream ; 
De rice-bird mean it when he sing, 

De eagle when he scream. 

De vara will grow, de cottoi 
We'll hab de rice an' cor 
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We know de promise nebber fail, 

An' nebber lie de word ; 
So like de 'postles in de jail, 

We waitM for de Lord : 
An' now he open ebery door. 

An' trow away de key; 

He tink we lub hira so before. 

We lub him better free. 

De yam will grow, de entton blow, 

He'll gib de rice an' corn : 
nebber yoa fear, if nebber you hear 
JDe driver blow bis horn I 



So sing our dusky gondoliers ; 

And with a secret pain, 
And smiles that seem akin to tears, 

We hear the wild refrain. 

We dare not share the negro's trust, 

Nor yet his hope deny ; 
We only know that Go(l is just. 

And every wrong shall die. 

Rude seems the song; eaeh swarthy face, 

Flame-lighled, ruder still ; 
We start to think that hapless race 

Must shape our good or ill; 

That laws of changi ess justice bind 

Oppressor with oppressed ; 
And, elose as sin and sufi'ering joined, 

We march to Fate abreast. 
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Sing on, poor hearts I your chant shall be 
Our sign of bhght or bloom, — ' 

The Vala-song of Liberty, 
Or death-rune of our doom ! 



BARBARA FEIETCHIE. 

Up from the meadows rich with corn, 
Clear in the cool September niorn. 

The clustered spires of Frederick stand 
Green-walled by the bills of Maryland. 

Round about them orchards sweep, 
Apple- and peach-tree fruited deep. 

Fair aa a garden of the Lord 

To the eyes of the famished rebel horde. 

On that pleasant morn of the early fall 
When Lee marched over the mountain-wall,— 

Over the mountains winding down, 
Horse and foot, into Frederick towp. 

Forty flags with their silver stars, 
Forty flags with their crimson bars. 

Flapped in the morning wind : the snn 



Up rose old Barbara Prietchie then, 
Bowed with her fourscore years and t«n ; 

Bravest of all in Frederick town, 

She took up the flag the men hauled down ; 
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In W attic-window tbe staff she set, 
To show that one heart was loyal yet. 

Up the street came the rebel tread, 
Stone wallJackson riding ahead. 

Under hia slouched hat left and right 
He glanced ; the old flag met his sight. 



She leaned far out on the window-sill, 
And shook it forth with a royal will. 

" Shoot, if you must, this old gray head, 
But spare your country's flag," ehe saiiL 



Dies like a dog I March o: 

All day long through Frederick street 
Sounded the tread of marching feet : 
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} IN WAR TIMB. 

Ever its torn folds rose and fell 

On iLe loyal wlnda that loved it well ; 

I sunset light 
n good-night 



Over Barbara Frietcliie's grave 
Fli^ of Freedom and Union, wave 1 

Peace and order and lieauty draw 
Bound thy symbol of light and law ; 

And ever the stars above look down 
On thy stara below in Frederick town 
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COBBLER KEEZAR'S VISI0N.«3 

Thb beaver out ha timber 

With patient Wtth that day, 
The niinkfl were fish- wards, and the crowi 

Surveyors of highway, — 

When Keezar sat on the hill-aide 

Upon hia cobbler's form. 
With a pan of coals on either hand 

To keep hia waxed-enda warm. 

And there, in the golden weather. 

He stitched and hanunered and sung ; 

In the brook be moistened his leather. 
In the pewler mug his tongue. 

Well knew the tough old Teuton 
Who brewed the stoutest ale. 

And he paid the good-wife's reckoning 
Iq the coin of song and tale. 

The songs they still are siTi;;ing 

Who dress the hills of vine, 
The tales that haunt the Brocken 

And whisper down the Rhine. 

Woodsy and wild and lonesome, 
The swift stream wound away. 

Through birches and scarlet maples 
Flashing in foam and spray, — 
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Down on the sharp-bomed ledges 

Plunging in steep cascade, 
Tossing ita white-maned waters 

Agiunst the hemlock's shade- 
Woodsy and wild and lonesome, 

East and west and north and south ; 
Only the village of fishers 

Down at the river's mouth ; 

Only here and there a clearing, 
With its farm-honee rude and new. 

And tree-stumps, swart as Indians, 
Where the scanty harvest grew. 

No shout of home-bound reapers, 

No vintage-song he heard. 
And on the green no daneing feet 

The merry violin stirred. 

" Why should folk be glum," said Ket^ar, 

" When Nature herself is glad, 
And the painted woods are iaunhing 

At the faces so sour and sad ? " 

Small heed had the careless cobbler 
What sorrow of heart was theirs 

Who travailed in pain with the births df God, 
And planted a state with prayers, — 

Hunting of witches and warlocks, 

Smiting the heathen horde,-— 
One hand on the mason's trowel. 

And one on the soldier's sword I 

But give him his ale and diler, 

Give him his pipe and song. 
Little he cared tor church or stale, 

Or the balance of right and wron^ 
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" Tia work, work, work," lie muttered, — 
" And for rest a enuffle of psalms 1 " 

He smote on his leaCbem apron 
With his brown and waxen palma. 

" O for the purple harvests 

Of the days when I was young ! 

For the merry grape-stained maidens. 
And the pleasant songs they sung I 

" for the breath of vineyards. 
Of apples and nuta and wine 1 

For an oar to row and a breeze to bltJW 
Down the grand old river Rhine I " 

A tear in his blue eye glistened, 
And dropped on his oeard so gray. 

" Ohl, old am I," said Keezar, 

" And the Rhine flows far away I " 

But a cunning man was the cobbler ; 

He could call the birds from the trees, 
Charm the black snake out of the ledges, 

And bring back the swarming bees- 
All the virtues of herbs and metals, 

All the lore of the woods, he knew. 
And the arts of the Old World mingled 

With the marvels of the New. 

Well he knew the tricks of magic, 
And the lapstone on his knee 

Had the gift of the Mormon's goggles 
Or the atone of Doctor Dee. 
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To a cobbler Minnesinger 

The marvellous alone ■rave he, — 

And he gave it, in turn, to Keezar, 
Who brought it over theses. 

He held up that mystic lapstone. 

He held it up like a lens, 
AnJ he i«untcd the long years coming 

By twenties and by tens. 

" One bunclred years," quotb Eeezar, 

" And fil'ty have I told ; 
Now open the new tiefore me. 

And shut me out the old 1 " 

Like a cloud of mist, the blackness 
Boiled from the magie stone, 

And a marvellous picture mingled 
The uitkuown and the known. 



And river 
And there ™ 

And cold north hills behind. 

But the mighty forest was broken 
By many a steepled town. 

By many a white-walled farm-house, 
And many a garner brown. 



Below in the noisy village 
The B^a were floating §ay. 

And shone on a thousand laces 
The light of a, holiday. 
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Swiftly the rival plouglimen 

Turned lie brown earth from their shares; 
Here were the farmer'a treasures, 

There were the craftsman's wares. 

Golden the good-wife's butter, 

Rubj-hercurrant-witie; 
Grand were the Btrutting turkeys, 

Fat were the beeves and swine. 

Yellow and red were the aptiks, 
And the ripe pears msset-brown, 

And the peaches liad stolen blushes 
From tne girls who shook them down. 

And wiih blooms of hill and wild-wood. 

That shame the (oil of art, 
Mingled the gorgeous blossoms 

Of tbe garden's tropic heart. 

" What is it I see?" smd Keezar: 

" Am I here, or am I there ? 
Is it a ffite at Bingen ? 

Do I look on Frankfort feir ? 

" But where are the clowns and puppet*. 

And imps with horns and tail ? 
And where are the Rhenish flagons'/ 

And where is the foaming ale ? 

" Strange things, I know, will happen, — 
Strange things the Lord permits; 

But that droughty folk should be jolly 
Puzzles my poor old wits. 

" Here are smiling manly faces, 

And the maiden's step is gay ; 
Nor sad by thinking, nor mad by drinking, 

Nor mopes, nor tools, are they. 
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" Here's pleasare mtbout regretting, 

And good without abuse, 
The holiday and the bridal 

Of beauty and of use. 

" Here's a priest and there is a Quaker, 

Do the cat and the dog agree ? 
Have they burned the stocks for oven-wood ? 

Have tbey cut down the gallows-tree ? 

" Would the old folk know tbelr children ? 

Would they own tbe graceless town, 
With never a ranter to worry 

And never a witch to drown ?" 

Loud laughed the cobbler Keezar, 

Laughed like a school-boy gay ; 
Toaaina bis arms above him, 

The lapatone rolled away. 

It rolled down the ru^d hill-side, 

It spun like a whpel bewitched. 
It plunged tbrouffh the leaning willows. 

And into the nver pitched. 

There, in the deep, dark water. 

The magic atone lies still, 
Under the leaning willows 

In the shadow of the hilL 

But oft the idle lisber 

Sits on the shadowy bank. 
And his dreams make marvellous pictures 

Where the wizard's lapstone sank. 

And alill, in (he summer twihghts. 

When the river seems to run 
Out from the inner glory. 

Warm with the melted aun, 
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AMY ■WENT WOK TH. 

The weary mill^rl lingers 
Beaide the cbarmfed stream, 

And the sky and the golden water 
Shape and color her dream. 

Fiur wave the aunaet gardens, 

The rosy aignais fly ; 
Her homeateaiJ beckona from the cloud, 

And love goes sailing by I 



AMY WENTWORTH. 



Aa they who watch bysiefc-beds find relief 
Unwittingly from the great stress of grief 
And anxious care in fantasies outwrought 
From the hearth's embers flickering low, or caught 
From whispering wind, or tread ofpaaaing feet, 
Or vagrant memory calling up aome sweet 
Snatch of old song or romance, whence or why 
They scarcely know or ask, — so, thou and I, 
Nursed in the faith that Truth alone is strong 
In the endurance which outwearies Wrong, 
With meek persistence baffling brutal force. 
And trustin" God a^iinstthe universe, — 
We, doomed to watch a strife we may not share 
With other weapons than the patiiot's prayer. 
Yet owning, with full hearts and moistened eye*. 
The awful beauty of Belf-saerifiee, 
And wrung bj- keeneat sympathy for all 
Who give their loved ones for the living wall 
Twist law and treason,— in this evil day 
May haply find, through automatic play 
Of pen and pencil, solace to our pain, 
And hearten others with the strength we gmn. 
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SIS no 

I knoiT it has been said our times require 

No play of art, tior dalliance witli the IjTe, 

No weak essay with Fancy's chloroform 

To calm the hot, mad pulses of the storm, 

But the stem war-hlast rather, sueh as seta 

The battle's teeth of serried bayonets, 

And pictures grim as Ternet's. Yet with these 

Some softer tints may blend, and milder keys 

Relieve the storm-stunned ear. Let us keep sweet 

If so we may, our hearts, even while we eat 

The bitter harvest of our own device 

And half a century's moral cowardice. 

As NUrnberff sang while Wittenberg defied, 

And Sranach painted by his Luther's side. 

And through the war-march of the Puritan 

The silver stream of Marvell's music ran, 

So let the household melodies be sunj^, 

The pleasant pictures on the wall be hung, — 

So let tiiS hold against the hoits of night 

And slavery all our vant^:e -ground of light 

Let Treason boast Its savagery, and shake 

From ita Hag-folds its symbol rattlesnake, 

And carve ita pipe-bowls from the bones of man, 
And make the tale of Fijian banquets dull 
By drinking whiskey from a loyal skull, — 
But let us guard, till this sad war shall cease, 
(God grant it soon 1) the graceful arts of peaces 
No foes are conquered who the victors teach 
Their vandal manners and barbaric speech. 

And while, with hearts of thankfulness, we bear 
Of the great common burden our full share, 
Let none upbraid as (bat the waves entice 
Thy sea-dipped pencil, or some quaint device, 
Bhytbmic and sweet, beguiles my pen away 
From the sharp strifes and sorrows of to-day. 
Thus, while the east-wind keen from Labrador 
Sings in the leafless elms, and from the shore 
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Of the great sea conies the monotonous roar 

Of tbe lonK-breakins atirf, and all the sky 

Is gray with tloud, home-bound and dull, I try 

To time a simple legend to the sounds 

Of winds in the woods, and wavea on pebbled 

bounds, — 
A song for oara to chime with, such as might 
Be sung by tired sea-painters, who at night 
Iiook from tbeir hemlock camps, by quiet cove 
Or beach, moon-lighted, on the waves they love. 
(So hast thou looked, when level sunset lay 
On the calm bosom of some Eastern bay. 
And all the spray-moist rocks and waves (hat rolled 
Up tha while sand-slopes flashed with ruddy gold.) 
Something it baa — a flavor of the sea. 
And the sea's freedom — which reminds of thee. 
Its faded picture, dimly smiling down 
From theTjIurred fresco of the ancient town, 
I have not louched with warmer tints in vain. 
If, in this dark, aad year, it steala one thooght 

from pain. 



Her fingers shame the ivory keys 
They dance so light along ; 

The bloom upon her parted lips 
Is sweeter than the song. 

■ perfumed suitor, spare thy smiles 1 

Her thoughts are not of thee ; 
She better loves the salted wind. 
The voices of the sea. 
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She sinp, and, amiling, hears her prjuse, 
But dreams the while of one 

Who watches from his sea-blown deck 
The ieebergs in the aun. 

8be questions all the winds that blow, 

And every fog-wreath dim, 
And bid? tlie sea-birds flying north 

Bear messages to him. 

She speeds them with the thanks of men 

Hk perilled life to save. 
And grateful prayers like holy oil 

To smooth tor him the wave. 

Brown Viking of the fishing-smack I 
Fair toast of aU the town 1— 

The skipper's jerkin ill beseems 
The lady's silken gown ! 

But ne'er shall Amy Wentworth wear 

For him the blush of shame 
Who dares to set his manly gifts 

The stream is brightest at its spring, 

And blood is not like wine ; 
Nor honored less than he who heira 

Is ho who founds a line. 

Full lightly shall the prize he won, 

If love be Fortunes spur; 
And never maiden atoot 



Who lifts h' 



E" 



Her home is brave in Jaffrey Street, 
With stately stairways worn 

By feet of old Colonial knights 
And ladies gentle-born. 
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AMY WENT WORTH. 

Still greet) about its ample porch 

The English ivy twines, 
Trained back to ahow in Enjrlish oak 

The herald's carveo signs. 

And on her, from the wainscot old, 

Ancestral faces frown, — 
And this hiis worn the soldier's sword, 

And that the judge's gown. 

But, strong of will and proud as they. 
She walks the gallery floor 

As if she trod her sailor's deck 
By stormy Labrador ! 

The sweetbrier blooms on Kittery-side, 

And green are Elliot's bowers ; 
Her garden is the pebbled beach, 



She looks across the harbor-bar 
To see the white gulls fly ; . 

His "reeting from the Northern sea 
Is la their clanging cry. 

She hums a song, and dreams that he. 

Shall homeward ride with silken sails 
And masts of beaten gold 1 

O rank is ^ood, and gold is fair. 
And high and low mate ill ; 

But lovfi Hm never known a law 
Beyond its own sweet will 1 
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THE COUNTESS. 



I KNOW not, Time and Space ao interveQe, 
Whether, Etill waiting with a trust aerene, 
^hou bearest up thy fourscore years and ten. 
Or, called at last, art now Heaven's citizen ; 
But, here or there, a pleasant thought of thee, 
Like an old friend, all day has been with me. 
The sliy, still boy, for whom thy kindly hand 
Smoothed his hard pathway to the wonder-land 
Of thought and fancy, in gray manhood yet 
Keeps green the memory of his early debt. 
To-day, when truth and falsehood speak their wordi 
Throun;h hot-lipped cannon and the teeth of swords, 
Listening with quickened heart and ear intent 
' To each sharp clause of that stem argument, 
I still can hear at times a sol^r note 
Of the old pastoral muMc round me float. 
While through the hot gleam of our civil strife 
Looms the green min^e of a ampler life. 
As, at his alien post, the sentinel 
Drops the old bucket in the homestead well. 
And hears old voices in the winds that loss 
Above hia head the live-oak's beard of moss, 
So, in our trial-time, and under sities 
Shadowed by swords like Islam's paradise, 
I wait and watch, and let my fancy stray 
To milder scenes and youth's Arcadian day ; 
And howsoe'er the pencil dipped in dreauis 
Shades the brown woods or tints the sunr''^ ~^ 
The countrj- doctor in the foreground s< 
Whose ancient sulkj' down the village lanea 
Dratrged, like a war-car, captive ilia and palna 
I could not ptunt the scenery of my song. 
Mindless of one who looked thereon so long- 

Co. 



THE C0UKTB8B. 651 

Who, nig:ht and day, on duty's lonely round, 
Made friends o' the wooda and rocks, and knew 

the sound 
Of each amall brook, and what the hill-side trees 
Said tfO the winds that touched theii leafy keys | 
Who saw ao keenly and so well could paint 
The village-folk, with all their humors quaint, — 
The parson ambling on hb wall-eyed roan, 
Grave and erect, with white hair backward blown i 
The tough old boatman, half amphibious grown ; 
The muttering witch-wife of the goasip'a tale. 
And the loud straggler levying his black-mail, — 
Old customa, habits, auperstirioaa, feare, 
All that lies buried under fifty years. 
To thee, as is most fit, I bring my lay, 
And, grateful, own the debt 1 cannot pay. 



You catch a glimpse through birch and pine 

Of gable, roof, and porch, 
The tavern with its swinging sign, 

The sharp horn of the church. 

The river's steel-blue crescent curves 

To meet, in ebb and flow, 
The single broken wharf that serves 

For sloop and gundelow. 



With salt sea-acenta along its she 
The heavy hay-boats crawl. 

The long antennte of their oars 
In lazy Hse and fall. 
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Along tlie gray abutment'a wall 

The idle shad-net dries; 
The toll-man in his tobbler'a stall 

Sits smoking with closed eyes. 

You hear the pier's low undertone 
Of waves that uhafe and gnaw ; 

You start, — a skipper's horn is blown 
To raise the creaking draw. 

At times a blacksmith's anvil sounds 

With slow and sluggari] beat, 
Or sta^e-c?oacb on its dusty rounds 

Wakes up the staring street. 

A place for idle eyea and ears, 
A eobwebbed nook of dreams; 

Left by the stream whose waves are year* 
The stranded village seems. 

And there, like other moss and rust, 

The native dweller clings, 
And keeps, in uninquiring UTist, 

The olS, dull round of things. 

The fisher drops his patient lines, 

The farmer sows his grain. 
Content to hear the murmuring pines 

Instead of railroad-train. 

Go where, along the tangled steep 

That slopes against the west. 
The hamlet's buried idlers sleep 

In still profounder rest. 

Throw back the locuafs flowery plmne, 

The birch's pale^reen scarf. 
And break the web of brier auil bloom 

From name and epitaph. 
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A simple muster-roll of death, 

Of pomp and romance sborn, 
The dry, old names that common breath 

Has cheapened and outworn. 

Tet pause by one low mound, aad part 

The wild vines o'er It laired. 
And read the words hy rustic art 

Upon its headstone traced. 

Haply yon white-haired villager 
■ Of fourscore years can aay 
What means the noble name of her 
Who sleeps with common clay. 

An exile from the Gascon land 

Found refuge here and rest. 
And loved, of all the village band, 

Its fairest and its best. 

He knelt with her on Sabbath morn. 
He worshipped through her eyes. 

And on the pride that doubts and a<;oi-» 
Stole in her f^th's surprbe. 

Her simple daily life he saw 

By homeliest duties tried. 
In ali things by an untaught law 

Of fitness justified. 

For her his rank aside he laid ; 

He took the hue and t«ne 
Of lowly life and toil, and made 

Her Mmple ways his own. 

Yet still, in gay and careless ease, 

To liarvesl>-field or dance 
He brought the gentle courtesies, 

The nameless grace of France. 
TOT. I. 23 ,- . 
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And she who taught him love not leM 

From him she loved in turn 
Caught in her sweet unconsciousness 

What love is quick to learn. 

Each grew to each in pleased accord, 

Nor knew the gazing town 
If she looked upward to her lord 

Or he to her looked down. 

How sweet, when summer's day was o'et, 

His violin's mirth and wail, 
The walk on pleasant Newbury's shore. 

The river's moonlit sail ! 

Ah 1 life is hrief, though love be long ; 

The altar and the bier, 
The burial hjmn and bridal song, 

Were both in one short jear I 

B 'ir rest is quiet on the hill, 

Beneath the locust's bloom ; 
Far off her lover sleeps as sl^l 

Within hie scutcheon ed tomb. 

The Gascon lord, the village maid. 
In death still clasp their bands; 

The love that levels rank and grade 
Unites their severed lands. 

What matter whose the hill-side grave. 
Or whose the blazoned stone ? 

Forever to her western wave 
Shall whisper blue Garonne I 

O I/ove I — so hallowing every soil 
That ^ves ihy sweet flower room, 

Wherever, nursed by ease or toil, 
The human heart takes bloom ! — 
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Plant of lost Eden, from the aod 

Of sinful earth unriven. 
White blossom of the trees of God 

Dropped down to U8 from heaven I — 

This tangled waste of mound and atona 

Is boly for thy sake ; 
A sweetness which ig all thy own 

Breathes out from fern and brake. 

And while ancestral pride shall twine 
The Gascon's tomb with flowers. 

Fall sweetly here, O song of mine, 
With summer's bloom and showers I 

And let the lines that severed seem 
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I GIVE thee joy ! — I know to tliee 
The dearest bpot on earth must be 
Where sleeps thy loved one by the summer sea; 

Where, near her sweetest poet's tomb, 
The land of Virgil gave thee room 
To lay thj flower with her perpetual bloom. 

I know that when the sky shut down 
Behind thee on the gleaming town, 
On Baiie's hatha and Posllippo's crown; 

And, through thy tears, the mocking day 
Burned Isuhla's mountain lines away, 
And Capri melted in its sunny bay, — 

Through thy great farewell sorrow shot 
The sharp pang of a hitter thought 

That slaves must tread around that holy spot- 
Thau knewest not the land was blest 
In giving thy beloved rest, 

Holding the fond hope closer to her breast 

That every sweet and saintly grave 

Was freeiiom's propheijy, and gave 

The pledge of Heaven to sanctify and save. 
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That pledge is answered. To thy ear 
The unchained city sends its cheer, 
And, tuned to joy, tiie muffled bells of fear 

Ring Victor in. The land sits free 
And happy by the summer sea, 
And Bourbon ^Naples now is Italy ! 

She smiles above her broken cbain 

The languid smile that fallows pain. 

Stretching her cramped limbs to the sun again. 

0, joy for all, who hear her call 

From Camaldoli's eon ?ent- wall 

And Elmo's towers to freedom's carnival I 

A new life breathes among her vines 

And olives, like the breath of pines 

Blown downward from tbe breezy Apennines. 

Lean, O my friend, to meet that breath, 
Rejoice as one who wilnesseth 
Beauty from ashes rise, and life from death! 

Thy sorrow shall no more be pain. 
Its t^ars shall fall in sunlit rain, 
Writing the grave nitb flowers; "Arisen again I" 



THE SUMMONS. 

Mr ear is fuU of summer sounds, 
Of summer sights my languid eye; 

Beyond the dualy village bounds 

I loiter in my daily rounds. 
And in the noon-time shadows lie. 
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I hear Hie wild bee wind his horn, 

The bird swings on the ripened wheat, 
The long green lances of the corn 
Are tilting in the winds of mom, 
The loeust shrills his song of heat. 

Another sound my spirit hears, 

A deeper sound that drowns them all,— 
A voice of pleading choked with tears, 
The call of human hopes and fears, 

The Macedonian cry to Paul i 

The storm-bell rings, the trumpet blows; 

I know the word and countersign ; 
Wherever Freedom's van^ard goes, 
Where stand or fall her friends or foes, 

I know the piace lliat should be mine. 

Shamed be the hands that idly fold. 

And lips that woo the reed's accord. 
When laggard Time the hour has tolled 
For true with false and new with old 
To fight the battles of the Lord I 

brothers 1 blest by partial Fate 

With power to match the will and deed, 
To him your summons comes too iate 
Who sinks beneath his armor's weight, 
And has no answer but God-speed t 



THE WAITING. 

I WAIT and wat«h : before my eyes 

Methinks the night grows thin and gr&y; 
I wait and watch the eastern skies 
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To see tlie golden speara uprise 
Beneatli the oriflainme of day ! 

Like one whose limba are bound in trance 

I hear the day-sounds swell and grow, 
And see across the twilight glance, 
Troop after troop, in swift advance, 
The shining ones with plumes of snowl 

I know the errand of their feet, 

I know what mii;hty work is theirs ; 
I can but lift up bauds unmeet. 
The threshing-floors of God to beat. 

And speed them with unworthy prayers. 

I will not dream in vain despair 

The steps of progress wait for me: 
The puny leverage of a h^r 
The planet's impulse well may spare, 
A drop of dew the tjded sea. 

The loss, if loss there be, is mine. 

And yet not mine if understood ; 
For one shall cfrasp and one resign, 
One drink life 3 rue, and one its wine, 
And God shall make the balance good. 

O power to do I baffled will ! 

O prayer and action ! ye are one 
Who may not strive, may yet fulfil 
The harder task of standing still, 

And good but wished wiSi God is done I 
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FKASCONIA FBOM THE PEMIGBWA8SET, 

Once more, O Mountains of the North, unveil 
Your browa, and lay your cloudy mantles by ! 

And once more, ere the eyes that seek ye fall, 
Uplift against the blue walls of the sky 

tour mighty slapea, and let the sunshine weave 
Its golden net-work in your belting woods. 
Smite down in rainbovra from your falling floods, 

And on your kingly brows at mom and eve 
Set crowns of fire ! So shall my soul receive 

Haply the secret of your calm and streugth, 
Your unforgotton beauty interfuse 
My common life, your glorious shapes and hues 
And sun-dropped splendors at my bidding come. 
Loom vast through dreams, and stretch in bil- 
lowy length 

From the sea-level of my lowland home I 

They rise before mo 1 Last night's thunder-gust 
Koared not in vain ; for where its lightnings thrust 
Their tongues of fire, the great peaks seem so near, 
Burned clean of mist, so starkly bold and clear, 
I almost pause the wind in the pines to Lear, 
The loose rock's fall, the steps of browsing deer. 
The clouds that shattered on yon slide-worn walla 

And splintered on the roclis their spears of rwn 
Have set in play a thousand waterfalls. 
Making the dusk and wlence of the woods 
Glad with the laughter of the cha^ng floods. 
And luminous with blown spray and silver gleams, 
While, in the vales below, the dry-lipped streams 

Sing to the freshened meadow-lands again. 
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So, let me hope, tbe batHe-storm tliat beats 
The land with hail and fire may pass away 
With its spent thunders at the break of day, 

Like last night's clouds, and leave, as it retreats, 
A greener earth and fairer sky behind, 
Blown crystal-clear by Freedom's Northern wind I 



MONADNOOK FBOM WACenSKT, 

I WOULD I were a painter, for the sake 

Of a sweet picture, and of her who led, 

A fitting gaide, witb reverential tread, 

Into that mountain mystery. First a Idte 

looted with sunset ; nest the wavy lines 

Of far receding hills ; and yet more far, 
Monadnock lifting from his night of pines 
_Hb rosy forehead to tbe evening star. 
Beside ns, purple-zoned, Wachuset laid 
His head against the West, whose warm light mada 

His aureole ; and o'er him, sharp and clear, 
Like a shaft of lightning in mid-launching stayed, 
A angle level cioud-hne, shone upon 
By the fierce glances of the sunken sun, 

Menaced the darkness witb its golden spear ! 

So twilight deepened round us. Still and black 
The great- woods climbed the mountain at our back ; 
And on their skirts, where yet the lingering day 
On the shorn greenness of the clearing lay. 

The brown old farm-boose like a bird's nest hung. 
With home-life sounds the desert air was stirred: 
The bleat of sheep along the hill we heard. 
The bucket plashing in flie cool^ sweet well, 
The pasture-bars that clattered as they fell ; 
DogB barked, fowls fluttered, cattle lowed ; the gate 
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Of the barn-yard creaked beneath the merry weight 
Of Bun-brown childreo, listening, while they 

The welcome sound of supper-call to hear ; 
And down the shadowy lane, in tinkling* clear, 
The pastoral curfew of the cow-bell rung. 
Thus soothed and pleased, our backward path we 



Like one to whom the far-off is most near ; 
" Tea, moat folks think it has a pleasant look ; 
1 love it for my good old motlier'a aake. 

Who lived and died here in the peace of 
God I" 
The lesson of his words we pondered o'er, 
As silently we turned the eastern flank 
Of the mountain, where its shadow deepest sank, 
Doubling the night along our rugged road ; 
We felt that man was more than his abode, — 

The inward life than Nature's raiment more J 
And the warm sky, the sundown-tinted hill, 

The forest and the lake, seemed dwarfed and dim 
Before the, saintly soul, whose human will 
Meekly in the Eternal footsteps trod, 
Making her homely toil and household ways 
An earthly echo of the song of praise 

Swelling from angel lips and harps of aeraphim 



OUR RIVER. 



Once more on yonder laurelled height 

The summer flowers haye budded ; 
Once more with summer's golden light 
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The valea of home are flooded ; 
Anil once more, by the "race of Him 

or every good the Giver, 
We sing upon ita wooded rim 

The praises of our river : 

Ita pines above, its waves below. 

The west wind down it blowing, 
Aa f^r as when the young Brissot 

Beheld it seaward flowinn, — 
And bore its memory o'er the deep, 

To soothe a martyr's sadness, 
And fnisco, in his troubled sleep, 

His prison-walls with gladuess. 

We know the world is rich with streams 

Renowned in song and story, 
"" ' -s through our dreami 



Of human love and glory : 
We know that Arno'a banks are fair, 

And Rhine has castled shadows, 
Aad, poeC-tuned, the Boon and Ayr 

Geo singing down tbeir meadows. 

But while, unpictured and uuaung 

By painter or by poet. 
Our river waits the tuneful tongue 

And cunning hand to show it, — 
We only know the fond skies lean 

Above it, warm with blessing, 
And the sweet soul of our Undine 

Awakes to our caressing. 

So fickle Sun-God holds the flocks 
That gi'aze its shores in keeping; 

No icy kiss of Dian mocks 
The youth beside it sleeping : 

Our Christian river loveth most 
^e beautiful and human ; 
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The beatlien streams of Naiads boast, 
But ours of man and wooian. 

The miner in his cabin hears 

The ripple we are hearing; 
It whispers soil to homesick ears 

Around the settler's eleariug: 
In Sacramento's valea of corn. 

Or San tee's blooiu of cotton, 
Onr river by its. valley-born 

Was never yet foi^otteu. 

The drma rolls loud, — the bugle fills 

The summer air with clangor ; 
The war-9torm shakes the solid hills 

Beneath its tread of anger : 
Young eyes that last year smiled in oars 

Now point the rifle's barrel, 
And hands then stained with fruits and flowon 

Bear redder stains of quarrel. 

But blue skies smile, and flovrers bloom on, 

And rivers still keep flowing, — 
Tlie dear God still his rain and sun 

On good and ill bestowing. 
His pine-trees whisper, "Trust and wait 1" 

His flowers are prophesying 
That all we dread of change or fate 

His love is underlying. 

And thou, Mountain-born ! — no more 

We ask the wise Allotter 
Than for the firmness of thy shore. 

The calmness of lliy water, 
The cheerful lights that overlay 

Thy rugged slopes with beauty, 
To match our spirits to our day 

And make ajoy of duty. 
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ANDREW EYKMAN'S PRATER. 

Andrew Rykman's dead and gone: 
You can see his leaning dilate 

Jn the grareyard, and thereon 
Read hia name and date. 

" TrtiSi is truer (ian oar fears," 
Runs the legend through the moss, 

" Gain is not in added years. 
Nor in death ia loss." 

Still the feet that thither trod, 
All the friendly eyes are dim ; 

Only Nature, now, and God 
Have a care for him. 

There the dewa of quiet fall, 

Singing birds and soft winds stray ; 

Shall the tender Heart of all 
Be less kind than they ? 

What he was and what he is 
Thoy who ask may haply find, 

If they read this praver of hia 
Which he left behind. 



Pardon, Lord, the lips that dare 
Shape in words a mortal's prayer I 
Prayer, that, when my day is done. 
And I see rt3 setting sun, 
Sborn and beamless, cold -and dim, 
Sink beneath the horizon's rim, — 
When this ball of rock and clay 
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Crumbles from my feet away. 
And the solid shores of sense 
Melt into the vague immense. 
Father! ! may come to Thee 
Even with the be<»j;ar's plea, 
As the poorest of Thy poor, 
With my needs, and nothing more. 

Not aa one who seeks his home 

With a step assured I (;ome ; 

Still behind the tread I bear 

Of my life-ramponion. Fear; 

Still a shadow deep and vast 

Prom my westerins feet is cast, 

Wavering, doubtful, undefined, 

Never shapen nor outlined : 

From myself the fear has grown, 

And the shadow is my own. 

Yet, Lord, through all a sense 

Of Thy tender providence 

Stavsmy failing heart on Thee, 

And confirms the feeble knee ; 

And, at times, my worn feet press 

Spaces of cool quietness, 
Lilied whiteness shone upon 
Not by Hght of moon or sun. 
Hours there be of inmost calm. 
Broken but by grateful psalm, 
When 1 love Thee more than fear Thee, 
And Thy blessed Ohrist seenw near me/ 
With forgiving look, aawhen 
He beheld the Magdalen. 
Well I know that ^1 things move 
To the spheral rhythm of love, — 
That to Thee, O Lord of all ! 
Nothing can of chance befall: 
Child and seraph, mofe and star, 
Well ThoH knowest what we are; 
llirough Thy vast creative plan 
- 1. 24 
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Looking, from tlie worm to man, 
ITiere is pity in Thine eyea, 
But no liatreJ norgurnnse. 
Not in blind caprice of will. 
Not in cunning sleight of skill, 
Not for show of power, was wrougl 
Nature's marvel id Thy thought. 
Never careless hand and vain 



Plays the game of curse and blesa ! 
Heaven and earth are witnesses 
That Thy glory goodness is. 
Not for sport of mind and force 
Hast Thou made Thy universe, 
But as atmosphere an<l zone 
Of Thy loving heart alone. 
Man, who walketh in a ehow, 
Sees before him, to and fro. 
Shadow and illusion go ; 
All things flow and fluctuate. 
Now contract and now dilate. 
In the welter of this sea, 
Nothing stable is bnt Thee ; 
In this whirl of swooning trance, 
Thou alone art permanence; 
All without Thee only seems. 
All beside is choice of dreams. 
Never yet in darkest mood 
Doubted I that Thou wast good, 
Nor mistook my will for fate, 
Pain of sin for heavenly hate, — 
Never dreameil the gates of pearl 
Bise from ont (he burning mari, 
Or that good can only live 
Of the bad conservative. 
And through counterpoise of hell 
Heaven alone be possible. 
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For myself alone I doubt ; 
All is well, I know, wiibout ; 
I alone the buauty mar, 
1 akme the music jar. 
Yet, with hands by uvil stained. 
And an ear by discord pained, 
I am groping lor the beys 
Of the heavenly harmonies; 
Still nithin my heait I bear 
Love for all things good and fair. 
Hands of want or souls in pun 
Have not sooght mv door m vain ; 
1 have kept my fealty good 
To the human brotherhood; 
Suareely have 1 asked in prayer 
That whith others might not share. 
I, who hear with secret shame 
Praise that paineth more than blame, 
Kicb atone in favors lent, 
Virtuous by accident, 
Doubtful where I fain would rest, 
Frailest where I seem the best, 
Only strong for lack of test, — 
What am I, that I should press 
Special pleas of selhshness. 
Coolly mounting into heaven 
On my neighbor unfoi^iven ? 
Ne'er to me, howe'er disguised, 
. Comes a saint unrect^iiized ; 
Never fails my heart to greet 
Noble deed with warmer beat ; 
Halt and maimed, I own not less 
All the gi'ace of holiness ; 
Nor, through shame or self-distrust, 
Leas ] love (be pure and just. 
Lord, foi^ve these words of mine ; 
What have 1 that is not Thine ?— 
Whatsoe'er I fain would boast 
Needs Tby pitying pardon moat 
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Tliou, O Elder Brotberl who 

In Thy flesh our trial knew, 

Thou, who iiaat betii touched by theM 

Our most sad infirmities. 

Thou alone the gulf canst span 

In the du:il heart of man, 

And between the soul and sense 

Reconeile all difien^me, 

Change the dream of me and mine 

For tEe truth of Thee and Thine, 

And, throuffh chaos, doubt, and atrifb, 

Interfuse Thy :^a!in of life. 

Haply, thus by The« renewed, 

In Thy borrowed goodness good, 

Some sweet morning yet in God'a 

Dim, ieonian periods, 

Joyful I shall wake to see 

Those I love who rest in Thee, 

And to them in Thee allied 

Shall my soul be satisfied. 

Scarcely Hope hath shaped for roe 
What the future life may be. 
Other lips may well he bold ; 
Like the publican of old, 
I can only urge the plea, 
" Lord, be merciful to me I " 
Kothiog of desert I cl^m, 
Unto lue beloogeth shame. 
Not for me the crowns of gold. 
Palms, and harpings manifold; 
Not for erring eye and feet 
Jasper wall and golden street. 
What Thou wilt, Father, give I 
All is gain that I receive'. 
If my voice I may not raise 
In the elders' song of praise, 
If I may not, sin-3«Qled, 
Cl^iu uiy birthright as a child, 
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Suffer it (hat I to Tbee 
As an hired servant be; 
Let the lowliest task be mine, 
Grateful, so the work be Thine j 
Let me find the humblest pl^e 
In the shadow of Thy graee : 
Blest to me wore any spot 
Where temptation whispers not. 
If there be some weaker one. 
Give me strength to help him on ; 
If a blinder soul there lie, 
Let me guide him nearer Thee. 
Make my mortal dreams come trui 
With the work I f£uu would do ; 
Clothe with life the weak intent, 
Let me be the thing I meant ; 
Let me find in Thy employ 
Peace that dearer is than joy ; 
Out of self to love be led 
And to heaven acclimated, 
Until all things sweet and good 
Seem my natural habitude. 



So we read the prayer of him 
Who, with John of Jjabadie, 

Trod, of old, the oozy rim 
Of the Zuyder Zee. 

Thus did Andrew Rykman pray. 

Are we wiser, better grown, 
That we may not, in our day. 

Make his prayer our own ? 
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THE CRY OF A LOST SOUL.« 

Ik that black forest, where, when day is done, 
With a snake's stillness glides the Amazon 
Darkly from sunset b) the rising sun, 

A cry, as of the pained heart of the wood, 
The long, despairing moan of solitude 
And damncaa and the absence of all good, 

Startles the traveller, with a sound so drear, 

So fut! of hopeless agony and fear. 

His heart stands still and listens like his ear. 

The guide, as if he heard a dead-bell toll. 
Starts, drops bis oar against the gunwale's (hole, 
Crosses himself, and whispers, " A lost soul ! " 

" No, Senor, not a bird. I know it well, — 
It is the pained soul of some infidel 
Or cars&d heretic that cries from hell. 

" Poor fool I with hope still mooking his despair, 
He wanders, shrieking on the midnight air 
For human pity and lor Christian prayer. 

" Saints strike him dumb I Our Holy Mother hatb 
No prayer for him who, anning unto death, 
Burns always in the furnace of God's wrath J " 

Thus to the baptized pagan's cruel lie. 
Lending new horror to tiiat mournful cry. 
The voyager listens, making no reply. 

Dim burns the boat-lamp : shadows deepen round, 
From giant trees with snake-like creepers wound. 
And the black water glides without a sound. 



But in tbe traveller's heart a secret senie 
Of nature plastic to benign intents, 
And ari eternal good in Providence, 

Lifts to the starry calm of heaven hia eyes; 
And lo I rebuking all earth's ominous cries. 
The Cross of pardon lights the tropic skies I 

" Father of alll" he urges his strong plea, 
" Thou lovest all : thy erring child may be 
Lost to hioiself, but never lost to Thee ! 

" All souls are Thine; the wings of morning bear 
None from that Presence which is everywhere. 
Nor hell itaelf can hide, for Thou art there. 

" Through sins of sense 
Through doubt and paii 

and ill, 
Thy pitying eye is on Thy creature still. 

" Wilt thou not make, Eternal Source and Goal! 
In Thy long years, life's broken circle whole. 
And chaoge to praise the cry of a lost soul ? " 



ITALY. 

Across the sea 1 heard the groans 

Of nations in the intervals 
Of wind aod wave. Their blood and bonea 
Cried out in torture, crushed by thrones, 

And sucked by priestly cannibals. 

I dreamed of I'ruedom slowly gained 

By niaclyr lueukness, patience, failh. 
And lo ! an aiiiluU: grimly' staiued, 
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With cori^ed musolea batlle-straine^, 
ShoulJag it from the aelds of death I 

I turn me, awe-struck, from the sigbt, 

Among the clamoring thousands muto, 
I only know that God is right. 
And that the chililren of the light 
Shall tread the daikness nnder foot. 

I know the pent fire heaveg its crust, 
That sultry skies the holt will form 
To smite tliem i^lcar ; that Nature must 
The halanee of her powers adjust, 

Though with the earthquake and the ston 

God reigns, and let the earth rejoice I 
I bow before His sterner plan. 

Dumb are the ornana of my c'lioiee; 

He speaks in battle's stormy voiue, 
Hia praise is in the wrath pf man ! 

Yet, surely as He lives, the day 

Of peaee Ho promised sliall be ours, 
To fold the flags of war, and lay 
Its swofii and spear to rust away. 

And BOW its ghastly fields with flowers I 



THE RIVEH PATH 



No rustle from the birchen stem. 
No ripple from the water's hem. 

The dusk of twilight round us grew, 
We felt the falling of the dew ; 



C<,„glc 



the river'3 farther side 
1 the hill-tops glorified, — 



With us the damp, the chill, tlia gloo 
With them the sunset's rosy bloom ; 



From out the darkness where we trod 
We gazed upon those hills of God, 

Whose light seemed not of moon or sun. 
We spake not.Jjut our thought was one. 

We patised, as if from that brinht shore 
Beckoned our dear ones gone before; 



Sudden our pathway turned from night; 
The hills swung open to the light ; 

Tlirough their green gates the sunshine showed 
A long, slant splendor downward flowed. 

Down glade and glen and bank it rolled ; 
It bridged the sliaded stream witb gold ; 

And, borne on piers of mist, allied 
The shadowy with the sunlit side I 
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" And the night cometh chill with dew, 
O Father 1— let thy light break through 1 



" So let the eyes that fail on earti 
On thy eternal hilla look forth ; 



A MEMORIAL. 
M. A. c. 

O THICKER, deeper, darker growing, 

The solemn vista to the tomb 
Must know henceforth another shadow. 

And give another cypress room. 

In love surpassing that of brothers. 

We walked, O friend, from childhood's day ; 

And, looking bauk o'er fifty aummers, 
Our footprints track a common way. 

One in our failh, and one our longing 
To make the world within our reach 

Soniewliat the better for our living, 
And gladder for our human speech. 

Thou heardst with me the far-off voibes, 

The old beguiling song of fame, 
But life to thee was warm and present, 

And love was better than a name. 
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To homely j'oya and loves and friendahipg 

Thy genial nature fondly ciung; 
And so the shadow od the dial 

Ran back and left thee always young. 

And who could blame the generous weakness 

Which, only to thyself unjust, 
So overprized the worth of othi^ra, 

And dwarfed thy own with self-distrust ? 

All hearts grew warmer in the presence 

Of one who, seeking not his own. 
Gave freely for tho love of giving, 

Nor reaped for self the harvest sown. 

Thy greeting smile was pledge and prelude 
Of generous deeds and kindly words ; 

In thy large heart were fair guest-chambers, 
Open to sunrise and the birds ! 

The task was thine to mould and fashion 

Life's plastie newness into grace ; 
To make the boyish heart heroic. 

And light with thought the maiden's face. 

O'er all the land, in town and pr^rie. 
With bended heads of mourning, stand 

The living forms that owe their beauty 
And fitness to thy shaping hand. 

Thy call has come in ripened manhood. 
The nooniiay calm of heart and mind. 

While I, who dreamed of thy remaining 
To mourn me, linger still behind : 

Live on, to own, with self-upbraiding, 
A debt of love still due from me, — 

The vaia remembrance of occasions, 
Forever lost, of serving thee. 
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But ad 



the silent funeral praj-ora, 
11 that long sad day ofsuramer 
' '-- dropped with thoirg. 



All day the sea-waves sobhed with sorn 

The birds forgot their merry trills ; 
All day I heard the pinea lamentiii" 



the pinea lamentiii" 
30n thy homestead hills. 



Green be those hill-side pines forever, 
And green the meadowy lowlands be, 

And green ihe old memorial beeelies, 
Name-carven in the woods of J.eel 

Still let them greet thy life companionB 
Who thither turn their pilgrim feet. 

Id every mossy line recalling 
A tender memory sadly sweet. 

O fiieodl if thought and sense avail not 
To know thee henceforth as thou art, 

That all is well with thee forever 
I trust the instincts of my heart. 

Thine be the quiet habitations. 

Thine the green pastures, blosaom-sown, 
And smiles of saintly recognition, 

As aweet and tender as thy own. 
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NONE in all tho wnrld hetbre 

Were ever glad aj we i 
We're free on Carolina's shore, 

We're all at home and free. 

Thou Friend and Helper of the poor, 

Who suffered for our sate. 
To open every prison door, 

And every yoke to break I 

Bend low thy pitying face and mild, 

And help us sing and pray ; 
The hand that blessed the little child, 

Upon onr foreheads lay. 

We hear no more the driver's horn, 

No more the whip we fear, 
This holy day that saw thee born 

Was never half ao dear. 

The very oaks are greener clad. 

The waters brij[hter smile; 
O never shone a day so glad, 

On sweet St. Helen's Isle. 

We praise thee in our sonjrs to-day, 

To thee in prayer we call, 
Make swift the feet and straight tl>e way 



Come once a^ain, blessed Lord! 

Come walking on the sea 1 
And let the mainlands hear the word 

That sets the islands free I 
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Viimepnrkit, otherwise called Qeorgc, Saobem of 
Saugna, married a daughter of Passaconaway, the greet 
Pennacook chieftain, ia 1662. Tbs wedding; took plaoa 
at l'«miHcook (now Concord, H. U.), and the ceremonial 
Closed with a great feast. According to the uss^s of ttia 
cliiefs, Paasaconaway ordered a select number of his men 
to Bccompany the newly-married couple lo the dwelling 
of the husband, where in tum there wna another great 
faast. Some time after, the wife of Wiunepurkit ex- 
pressing a desire to visit her father's house, was permitted 
to go accompanied by a brave escort of her hnsband'B 
chief men. But when she wished to retam, her father 
eent a messenger to Sangus, infbmiing her husband, 'bid 
asking him to come and take her away. He returned fbr 
answer Uiat he had escorted his wife to her father's house 
in a style that became a chief, and that now if she wished 
to returu, her father must send her bac][ in the same way. 
This Passaoonswny reftised to do, and it is said Uiat here 
terminated the connection of his daughter with the Saugiu 
tMet.— Vide Mo7-U»i'iXew Giiiuia. 

This was the niune which the Indians of Sew Englanil 
gave to two or three of their principal ohiafs, lo whom all 
meir inferior sagamores acknowledged allegiance. Pb»- 
Eaconaway seems to have been one of these chiefs. Hie 
residence was at Feiinacook. — JUan. mat. Coll., voL ilL, 
pp. 21, 22. " He vma regarded," says Hubbard, " as a 
great sorcerer, and his &me was widely spread. It was 
said of him that lie could cause a green leaf to grow in 
wint.-r, trMs lo dance, water to burn, &o. P~ ~~- — 
doabiedly, one of those shrewd and powerful 
achievements are always regarded by a barba 



B9 the result of Bupernataral sid. The Indians 
inch the iiatnee of Powahs or Paniaees." 

" The PanisBBs are men of great coumfje and 
(uid to UiesB the Deviil apoBsreth more familiarl 
others." — Winalmo'i Rdatum. 



tiMf caJl Wetuatoimit, who presides o\ 



in (he cavities of which traditiou says 
nwrl; stored and ooacealed their corn' 



Nora 6^ pnge S7- 

" Mat wonck kunna-monee." We i 

no more-— ' Vide Roger Willtami*t '^ Kf. 



NOTil B, paga 81. 
MooQ Meoone, or Hegfitie, was a leaiter among the 
Saco Indians, in the bloody war of ie77. Ue attacked 
(uid captnred the garrison at Blaofc Point, October 12th 
of that yearj and cut off, at the same time, a party of 
Englishmen near Saco River. From a deed signed by this 
Indian in lflB4, and from other circnmstaneBa, it seem* 
that, nrevionn to the war, he had mingled much with the 
«olonist«. On this account, he was probably selected by 
the principa! Bachems as their a«ent, in the treaty sijme^ 
In November, 1676. 



NOTK. Si3 

nesB, Rod settled among the Penobscot Indinns, near tin 
month of their noble river. He here took for his wivef 
the iliiughlera of the great Hodocawaiiiio — the most power- 
ful sachem of the east. Hia caetle W8S pluiiJered by 
Governor Andros, during his reckless administration ; and 
the enraged Baron is snpposed to have excited the InilliLai 
into opeo hostility to the JJIcgllah. 



The owner and .commander of the aarrlson at Bltcfc 
I'olnt, whioh MogB attacked and plnndcrcd. IIo was U] 
Old man at the period to which. Ilie tale relates. 

Note 11, page 82. 
Major Phillips, one of the principal men of the Colonv. 
His garrison snstahied a long and tenible siege by the 
savages. As a magistrate and a sentleman, he exacted 
of hia plebeian neighbors a remarkable degree of defer- 
ence. The Conrt Records of the settlement inform ua 
that an individual was fined lor the hemous offence of 
saying tbat " M^or Fbillipa' mars was as lean as an In- 

Hoti 13, page 83. 
Captain Harmon, of Georgeana, now York, was. for 
many years, the terror of the Kastom Indians. In one ot 
his expeditions up the Kennebec Kiver, at the head, of a 
party of rangers, he discovered twenty of tbe savages 
nsleep by a large fire. Cautionsly creeping towards them 
iinCil be was certain of bis aim, he ordered his men to 
single ont their objects. The first discharge killed oi 
mortally wounded the whole number of the uncouscx(!U 
sleepers. 



louth of Ihe ! 

Lchor under 



ving left the Kennehi 



ves. I here vlfited an island, beautifullv clotl 
le growth of forest troea particularly of the i 
int; and overspread with vines, that, in theii 



Nora », page 3S. 
John Bonython was the bod of Richnni Bonvthon. (lent, 
one of the most efficient and able magiatrates of the Ot4- 
otiy. John proved to be "a degenerate plant." In 1636, 
ve find, bv the Court Records, that, for euiiie oflence, be 
waa fined ioi. In 1640, he was fined for abnse toward B. 
Gibson, the minister, and Mar», his wife.. Soon after, he 
was fined for disorderly conduct in the house of bis fatiier. 



laws of Massachoiietts, and was again outlawed. Ife acted 
Independently of ali law and authority ; and lienoe, doubt- 
icits, his burlesque title of **The Sagamore of Saco, which 
has come dowu to the present geoeratioa in the following 
epitaph : 

" Hero Vre Bonython ; the Bigsmore of Saco, 

He lived a logue, sod disd a knATe, and went to HohonK^o." 

By some means or other, he obtained a Iar)!:e estate. In 
tliis poem, I liave taken some liberties with him, not 
Btrictlv warranted by hiBtorioal facta, although the con- 
duct imputed to him ia in keeping with his general char- 
acter. Over the last years of his life lingers a deep ob- 
Bourity. Kven the manner of his death is uni^erlaiu. Ho 
was supposed to have been killed by the Indiana; but 
thia is doubted by the able and indefatigable author of tho 
history of Saco and Biddeford — Part. J. p. 115. 



Not* 15, page S3. 
Foxwell's Brook flows from a marsh or boa called the 



. .n Saco, .._ . 

On tbia brook, and surronnded by 
ioenery, is a beautiful waterfall, of a 



Note 16, p^e B6. 

Hiacoomfls, the first Christian preacher on Martha's 

Vineyard; tor a biography of whom the reader ia referred 

■o luorease Mayhew's account of the Praying Indians, 



NOTES. SR7 

1728. The fbllowing is related of him; " OneLord'Eidsy 
after meBtinj!;. wtera liiacoomes had been preaching, there 
came in » I'owwaw very angry, and said, ' I know hH Ihe 

the Powwawa ;' — then, callinji; two or three of them by 
□flnie, be railed aC them, and told them they irere d»- 
oeived, for the Powwaws conld kill all the maeliijg Indians, 
If thsv sot abont it. But Hiaooomes told him that ha 
would be in the midst of ail the Powwawa in the ialand, 
and Ihey ahonld do the utmoat they could against him! 
and when tbey should do their worst by their witchcraft 
to kill him, he would without fear set himself asainet 
them, by remembering Jehovah. He told them also tie did 
put all the Powwaws under his heel. Socb itne tiie fnitb 
of this good man. Nor were these Powwaws ever able to 
do these Chi 



"The tooth-ache," Bays Roger Williama in his obserro- 
ins upon the lanEuage and cuatoms of the New England 
bes, " ia the only paine which will force their stOQto 
arts to cry." He afterwards remarks thnt even the 
dian women never cry as he has heard "some of their 



Vide Roger Williams's Key to the Indian Lan^age, "in 
that parte of America cailed New Englatid.'' Locion, 
1643, p. 36. 

Note 19, page 43. 
Wetueninmt — a house god, or demon. " They — tiiB 
Indiana— have given me the names of thirtv-seven gods, 
which I have, all which in their solemne Worships they 
tavocate!" R. Williams's Briefe Observations of the 
Cu*t.im3, Jlaniiera, Worships, &c., of tiie Natives, In 
Peace and Warre. in Life and Death: on all wliict ii 
added Spiritual Observations, General and Particular, of 
Chiefe and Snecial use— upon all occasions — to all the 



,C<„vsle 



NoTB 20, page 46. 
Mt. Desert Island, the Baia Mounlain 
looks Franchraan'B and Tenohscot Bay. 
bHajxd that the Jesuits mada tlieir earlie 



Father Hennepin, a misaionsirr among the Iroguoto, 
mentions that the-lndmna believed him Co be a coiyunw, 
and that they were particnlarly afraid of a bright silver 
chalice which he had in his pOBBession. " Theliidlans," 
tfiys Pere Jerome LaUamant, " fear us as the greateirt 



Bomazeen In spoken of by Penhallow, as "the famous 
warrior and chieftain of NorridKewock." Ha was killed 
in the attack of the English upon Norridgewock, in 1724, 



Pere Ealle, or Rasles, was one of the most lealons and 
Indefatigable of that band of Jerait misaionnrles who, at 
the beginning of the seventeentb century, penetrated the 
forests of America, with the avowed object of converting 
the heathen. The first religions mission of Che .lesuits, to 
Hie savages hi Xorlb America, was in IBll. The zeal of 
the fathers for the conversion of the Indians to the 



to all the hardships and privations of the natives ; suffered 
oold, hunger, and some of them death itself, by the ex- 
tremest tortures. Pere Brobeof, after laboring in th« 
oaase of his mission for twenty years, together with hie 
companion, Pere Lallamaot, was bnmad alive. To tbeM 
might he added the names of Chose Jesnita who were pat 
to death by the Iroqaois — Daniel, Gamier, Bnteaox, La 
Kiborerde, Gonnil, Constantin, and Liegeouls. "For bed," 
Bays Father Lallamant, In his Relation ae te qui I'esi tfma 
Is pnyt da Burimi, 1640, e. 3, " we have nothing but a 
miserable piece of bark of a tree; for Tiourishmeiit, a 
handful or two of com, either roasted or soaked in water, 
which seldom satisfies onr hunger; and after all, not ven- 
turing to perform even the ceremonies of onr religion, 
wtthoat beiiiK considered as sorcerers." Their suooen 



,,t;i)i).. 



«mong th« natives, howBTflr, by no means eqmlled fJiett 
Biertions. Pere LallamBnt sbvs— " With respeit to adult 
persona, in good health, there la little apparent suocasB; 
on the contmry, the™ have been nothing but atorms and 
whirl winds from that nuarter." 

imetime about th* 

only'oflS 



.. J [lad p!ant«d. This Indian church was hrokea 
Dp, and its menihers either killed outright or dispersed. 

In a letter written bj Raile to his nepliew, he gives tha 
following account of his church, and lua own labors. " At 
my converts repair to the church regularly twice every 
day; first, very early Iq the morning, to attend mass, and 
agiiii in the evening, to assist in the prayers at sunset. 
As it is neeessarp to fii the Imagination of savages, whoB« 
attention is easily distracted, I nave composed prayers, 

august saorlfloe of our altars: they chant, or at least re- 
cite them aloud, during mass. Besides preaching tothem 
on Sundays and saint's days, I seldom let a working day 
pa«9, without making a concise exhortation, for Uie pur- 
pose of inspiring them with horror at those vices towhioli 
they are most addicted, or to confirm them In the practice 
of some particular virtue." Vide Letlret Edijaiaet «l 



The character of Ralle has probably never been cor- 
rectly delineated. Bv his brethren of the Romish Church, 
he has been nearly apotheosized. On the other hand, onr 
Puritan historians have represented him as a demon ia 
human form. He was imdoubtedly sincere In his devo- 
Uon to the interests of his church, and not over-sorupulons 
as to tlie means of adv^oing those interests. "The 
French," says the author of the History of Saco and 
Biddeford, " after the peace of 1713, seoretlv promised to 
supply tlie Indians with arms and ammunition, it they 
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Hon 16, page 81. 

Hertal da Bonville was an aotive anil nnsparing «nemy 
(d'the Kni^llsh. He was the leader of the combineijFrenoh 
andlndian forces which dostroved DeerHeldand mnsaaored 
f(B [nhabitniits, in 1703. He was itrterwHrds killed in th« 
attack upon HiiTerhill. Traditinn eaya Ihaton examining 
h'a dead bitdy, hi^ head and face were found to be per- 
ftcUy tmoolh, without the eUgbtest appearance of jiur Of 



The celebrated CHptain Smith, after resigning the gov- 
enment of the colony in Virginia, [□ his capacity of 
Admiral of New Kngland," made a careful survey of 
Hie coast from Penobscot to Cape Cod, in the summer of 



Nora W, )wse T2. 

Cspt, Smith jfHVB to the promontory, now called Cape 

Ann, the niime of Tragabizanda, m memory of his young 

captive at Constantinople, like Uesdemoua, " loved hiin 
lor the dangers he had passed.'' 



Nora SO, p»gB 74. 
Some three or fbur years since, a fragment of a statae, 
rudely chiselled iVora dark gray stone, was found in the 
town of Bradford, on the Merrliaack. Its origin mnst be 
l6ft entirely to conjecture. The fact that the annient 
Northmen visited New Bngland, some centuries before 
tilt discoveries of Columbus, is now very generally ad- 



mitted. 



De Soto, in the si 



ToussAiNT L'OnvF.HTURK.tlie blnck oliieftain of Haytl, 

M- Bayi'IT. When tlie rising of the nBgro'es loolt place, 
in ITSI, TousaAinT refUeeil to join tbem until be bod 
aiilad 11. Batuu and hia fHmil}- to escape la BBltimore. 
TliB wliita inHH had discovered \a ToossHint numy ooble 

Suntilies, and had Instructed him in iome of tne first 
mnches of educntion; and the preaervntian of his lilb 
was owioR to tiie negro's gratitude for Ibis Isindneas. 

1j] IT»7, Touaaaiut L'Ouverture was appoijited, bv the 
French government, Gener.il-in-Chiaf of the armiaa of St. 
Domingo, and, as ancb, signed tlie Convention with Gen- 
era Jlaitland, for the evacaetion of the Island b; ths 
British. From this period, until 1801, the island, under 
the gDvemment of Toussaint, waa bappv, tranquil, and 
proap^rous. The miaerable attempt of flapoieon lo re- 
establish slavery in St. Domingo, although it failed of its 
intended object, proved fatal to the negro chieftain. 
TreBCherously seized by Leclerc, he was hurried on board 
B vessel by night, and conveyed to France, where he waa 
confined in a cold subterranean dungeon, at Beaancon, 
where, in April, 1801 ha died. The treatment of Toua- 
saint finds a parallel only in the murder of the Duke 
D'Eiighein. It waa the remark of Uodwin, in his Lec- 
tures, that the West India Islanda, since their first dis- 
covery by Columbus, conld not boast of a single name 
whiod deserves comparison with that of Touasaiat L'On- 



Non S3, piee 123. 
The reader may, perhaps, call to mind the bcantifbl 
sonnet of William Wordaworth, addressed B) Toussaiut 
L'Ouverture, during hia confinement m France. 



Though &II1U1 thjself, nenr to rise agtun, 

C<„,glc 



Non 84, page 124. 
The French ship Lk Bodeiik, with a crew of twenty- 
two men, and with one hundred and sixt; neKTO bIhfm. 
wiled from Bouuy, in Africa, April, 1G19. On approacb- 
Ing tlie line, a terrible malady broke out — an oljhtlimta 
disease or the e^es — contagious, and aUc^etber beyond 
the resources of medicine. It waa ageravnted by tba 
icareity of water among the slaves (onlylinlf a, wine glass 
per day being allowed to an individual), and by the ez- 
treiUB impurity of the air in which they breatlied. By 
the advice of tiie physician, they were brought upon deck 

themselves in each other's arms, leaped orerboard, In the 
hope, which so universally prevails amou^ them, of being 
iwiflly triiusportfld to their own homes in Africa. To 
cheek liiis, the captain ordered several, who were stopped 
in the attetnpt, to be shot, or hanged, before their com' 
paniuns. The disease extended to the crew; and one 
after anotber were smitten with it, nntil only one remdned 
unaS'ected. Yet even this dreadtul condition did not pre- 
clude calculation 1 to save the expense of supporting 
slaves rendered ausalabis, and to triilain grounds for a 
claim Rgainat the nnderwriterSj (ftirtjMM! y" lie wproa, 
kamaff Srcome Mind, were Ihroam into die aea and dromed I 
In the midst of their dreadful fears lest the solitary io- 
dividual, whose sight remained uliafi^ted^hould also be 
seized with the malady, a sail was discovered. It was 
the Spanish slaver, Leon. The same disease bad been 
thin^j and, horrible to tell, all the crew liad become 
blind! Unatde to assist each other, the vessels parted. 
The Spanish'ship has never since been heard of. The 
R>deur reached Guadaloupe on the 21st of Junej the 
only man who had escaped the disease, and had thus been 
enabled to steer the slaver into port, caught it in tlu-ee 
days after its arrival.— &fcc* of M. Benjamin CnMlati, 
tB At Frendt Oiaiader a/bepiUiet, June if, 183D. 

Son 85, t««e 168. 

The Northern Author of the Congressional rule ogainil 

leceiviag petitions of the people on the subject of Slawi-j. 



NOTES. sya 

Note BS, pig« 195. 
Dr. Tlmcher, enrgeon in Scammel'B regiment, in his 
deaci'iptifpii of the siege of Ycrktown, says: " The iatic* 
on the Virginia plantations ia performed allogetlier by a 
•pecies of the humnn race cruelly wrested from their iiit- 
fave country, and doomed to perpetual bondage, whils 
Hieir masters are manfully eonlendiiig for freedom and 
the natural rights of man. Such is the inconsistency of 
human nature." Eighteeu hundred slaves were fonnd at 
Yorlitown, after its surrender, and restored to their mas- 
ters. Well was it said by Dr. Barnes, in his lata work on 
Slavery! "No slave waa any nearer his freedom after the 
turrenSer of Yorktown, than whan Patrick Henry first 
taught the notes of liberty to echo amorjg the hills aud 
tales of Virginia." 

Nam S7, jage 3U. 

The rights and liberties affirmed by Magna CRABr^t 
■were deemed of anch importance, in the 13th century, 
that the bishops, twice a year, with tapers burning, and 
in their pontificid robes, pronounced, in the presence of 
the king and the representatives of the estates of England 
the greater eEcommnnication against tbe infringer of that 
instrument. The iniposi;^ ceremony took place In the 
great Hall of Westminster. A copy of the curse, as pro. 
nonnced in 125S declares that, "By the authority of Al- 
mighty God, and the blessed Apos'tlea and Mart3rrs, and 
all the saints injieaven, all tboae who violate the English 
liberties, and secretly or openly, by deed, word, or coun- 
sel, do make alatutes, or oAierfe them being iwide, against 
eaid liberties, are aocnrsed and sequeatered from the com- 
pany of heaven and the sacraments of the Holy Church." 

WiLi.iAM Pebn, in his admirable politicaT pamphlet. 



- would not for the world mcurtl. ,_ ..-^ 

deservedly doth, who otTers violence to the fundameuta] 
ii-eedom thereby repeated ajid connrmed." 



»f dress. KaviQg entered the b 
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